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•  Give  me  the  box,  curse  ye!”  yelled  Dennis,  catching  Clark  by  the  throat,.  With  revolvers  ready,  the 

Bradys  were  witnesses  of  the  struggle. 
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The  Bradys  and  the  Bank  Mystery; 

,  * 

OR, 

THE  SEARCH  FOR  A  STOLEN  MILLION. 

BY  A.  3STEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  GREAT  BANK  MYSTERY. 

A  great  crowd  was  gathered  on  Newspaper  Row  in  the 
great  city  of  New  York.  There  was  much  excitement. 

On  the  bulletin  boards  was  a  startling  announcement: 

“Strange  Mystery!  The  Liberty  National  Bank  oblige V 
to  suspend !  Mysterious  theft  of  one  million  dollars  from  its 
vaults  !  No  clew  to  the  thief !” 

Now,  the  Liberty  National  Bank  was  one  of  the  oldest 
and  staunchest  of  the  banks  of  Gotham. 

Hundreds  of  tradesmen  made  their  deposits  with  this 
bank,  and  never  before  had  any  contingency  arose  threaten¬ 
ing  the  solvency  of  the  institution. 

But  in  some  inexplicable  way,  as  the  report  ran,  one  mill¬ 
ion  dollars  had  disappeared  in  a  single  night  from  its  vaults. 

The  loss  was  sufficient  to  cause  the  bank  to  temporarily 
close  its  doors. 

There  are  very  few  banks  in  this  country  which  could 
stand  a  sudden  loss  of  that  amount. 

There  was  no  doubt  that  the  hank  would  be  able  to  tide 
over  the  loss  and  resume  business  again  in  a  few  days. 

The  stockholders  and  all  conservative  business  men  ad¬ 
mitted  this. 

But  the  small  tradesmen  and  majority  of  depositors  were 

hadlv  frightened. 

The  result  was  a  run  on  the  bank.  Closing  of  the  doors 

became  imperative. 

A  notice  was  posted  on  the  door : 


“To  Depositors :  The  books  of  the  Liberty  National  Bank 
are  in  the  Bank  Examiner’s  hands,  and  as  soon  as  his  report 
is  made  depositors  so  wishing  will  be  paid  in  full. 

'  “For  the  Directors, 

“Angus  Finlay  Dale,  President.” 

But  this  did  not  seem  to  reassure  the  panic-stricken  people 
much.  They  still  hung  about  the  bank  doors. 

In  his  palatial  up-town  house  the  bank  president  awaited 
the  Bank  Examiner’s  report  in  a  fever  of  excitement  and 
suspense.  He  had  felt  the  shock  greatly. 

It  had  never  occurred  to  Dale  that  such  a  loss  could  hap¬ 
pen. 

Everything  possible  had  been  done  to  probe  the  mystery. 

The  bank  watchman,  Jefferson  Clark,  had  declared  posi¬ 
tively  that  he  had  been  faithfully  at  his  post  on  that  night. 

Yet  in  some  way  one  million  dollars  had  strayed  from  the 
bank  vaults. 

Only  four  men  had  access  to  these.  The  president  and 
cashier,  the  teller  and  his  assistant. 

That  was  all. 

All  of  these  men  were  above  suspicion.  The  bank  vault 
had  been  examined. 

It  was  found  all  right.  How  the  money  disappeared  was 
a  problem. 

Moreover,  the  lock  on  the  safe  was  a  time  lock,  and  it  was 
an  impossibility  for  the  watchman  to  open  the  vault. 

Yet  the  million  was  gone. 

The  excitement  was  tremendous.  A  great  crowd  clamored 
at  the  doors  of  the  bank. 
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It  became  necessary  to  place  a  guard  of  police  at  the  en¬ 
trance.  Meanwhile  the  examination  went  on. 

But  suddenly  the  throng  gave  way  as  a  cab  was  hastily 
driven  up  to  the  curb. 

Two  men  got  quickly  out. 

They  were  of  a  type  noticeable  anywhere  and  out  of  the 
ordinary.  The  old  man  with  the  close-cropped  white  hair, 
slouch  hat  and  strong  features  was  a  character  well  known 
to  certain  people  in  Gotham. 

So  also  was  his  companion,  the  young  and  handsome  man 
with  the  well-knit  frame,  keen,  searching  eyes  and  smooth 
face. 

These  two  men  were  recognized  by  many  in  the  crowd. 

The  exclamation  went  up : 

“The  two  Bradys !” 

The  country  over  the  fame  of  these  two  men  as  detectives 

%j 

was  unparalleled.  v 

Many  a  case  of  crime  they  had  handled,  many  a  criminal 
they  had  brought  to  justice. 

It  could  be  said  of  them  that  they  had  never  failed.  Suc¬ 
cess  had  always  attended  their  efforts. 

James  Brady  had  for  years  haunted  the  dens  of  crime  in 
New  York.  One  day  he  fell  in  with  a  young  and  brilliant 
detective  named  Harry  Brady. 

While  their  names  were  Brady,  they  were  yet  of  no  known 
kin.  But  they  at  once  formed  a  tie  of  affiliation. 

And  together  they  worked  with  great  success.  As  Old  and 
Young  King  Brady  they  became  famous. 

“The  two  Bradys !” 

“Thev  have  come  to  take  the  case !” 

“Now  well  find  out  where  the  million  has  gone  to !” 

The  old  detective  heard  this  last  remark,  and  turning  to 
the  crowd  said,  with  a  smile : 

“  Don’t  be  too  sure  of  that.  It  may  be  something  beyond 
our  ability.” 

“No,  no  !”  cried  a  score  of  voices.  “Go  in  and  win,  Brady  ! 
Bring  the  mystery  out !” 

The  detectives  made  their  way  up  the  steps.  The  great 
bronze  doors  opened  for  them  and  they  passed  from  sight. 

Word  had  been  sent  to  the  Chief  of  the  Secret  Service  by 
the  Bank  Directors  calling  for  their  best  detectives. 

It  happened  fortunately  that  the  Bradys  were  in  the 
office,  having  finished  a  forgery  case. 

“You  are  just  the  men  to  handle  this  affair,”  said  the 
chief,  with  a  smile.  “I  turn  it  over  to  you.” 

So  the  two  detectives  entered  upon  a  case,  which  for  com¬ 
plexity  and  mystery  they  had  never  yet  found  an  equal. 

They  were  received  by  the  directors  and  the  bank  officers 
in  a  private  room.  President  Dale  met  them  with  dignity, 
and  they  were  introduced  to  the  half  dozen  influential  men 
wfyo  were  present. 

President  Dale  was  very  pale  and  seemed  under  a  great 
strain.  He  wasted  no  time  in  at  once  bringing  the  matter 
to  a  head. 

“Gentlemen,”  he  said,  briefly,  “we  have  here  two  of  the 
best  Secret  Service  men.  Let  us  hope  they  may  be  able  to 
throw  light  on  this  great  mystery.” 

“A  word  before  we  go  further,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 


“There  must  be  an  understanding  that  we  do  not  guaranty- 
a  successful  solution  of  the  case.” 

“That  would  be  an  unreasonable  thing  to  ask  of  you,” 
said  Dale. 

“We  can  simply  say  that  we  will  do  our  best.” 

“That  is  all  we  will  ask.” 

“Very  good.  Now,  if  you  will  kindly  place  the  details  be¬ 
fore  us  we  will  go  to  work.” 

“Details ?”  said  one  of  the  directors.  “There  seems  to  me 
to  be  but  one  detail.” 

“  Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  curtly,  “let  us  have  that.” 

“Why,  it  is  simply  that  a  million  dollars  is  missing  from 
our  vaults.” 

“That  is  an  important  detail.  Now,  do  you  think  it  was 
taken  by  cracksmen  or  any  ordinary  thief?” 

“No,”  was  the  reply.  “It’s  a  physical  impossibility  for 
any  ordinary  thief  to  have  taken  the  money.” 

“Then,  let  us  make  another  deduction.  That  vast  sum 
could  not  disappear  so  suddenly  and  all  in  a  lump  without 
human  agency.  Have  you  considered  the  possibility  of  the 
guilt  of  some  person  who  had  admittance  to  the  bank  vault  ?” 

“Every  man  so  favored  can  prove  an  easy  alibi.” 

“There  is  another  theory.  Might  not  the  money  have 
been  gradually  absorbed  by  a  slow  but  systematic  doctoring 
of  the  books  ?”• 

At  once  a  hubbub  arose. 

The  directors  all  tried  to  talk  at  once. 

The  theory  was  favorably  regarded  by  some,  but  by  others 
it  was  jeered  at. 

“  A  complete  impossibility !” 

“Every  officer  of  this  bank  is  above  suspicion.  Nobody 
else  could  have  done  it.” 


“The  bank’s  accounts  are  being  examined,”  said  President 
Dale  to  the  detectives.  “Ah,  I  believe  we  are  to  hear  the 
report  now.” 

For  the  door  had  opened  and  an  expert  accountant  stood 
on  the  threshold. 

“President  Dale,”  he  said,  respectfully,  “we  are  ready  to 
give  you  the  report.” 

The  president  hesitated. 

“  Welh,  I  cannot  look  it  over  just  now,”  he  said.  “But  give 
me  the  conclusion  you  have  reached.” 

“Careful  examination  reveals  the  fact  that  the  books  are 
all  straight,  and  there  has  been  no  falsifying  of  entries.” 

President  Dale  turned  to  the  others. 

Ton  hear  that,  he  said.  “The  books  are  all  straight. 
If  the  million  was  stolen  it  must  have  been  through  collu¬ 
sion.”  • 


“Who  with?”  was  the  cry. 

That  1  cannot  answer.  But  we  have  two  detectives  here 

who  soon  can.  Until  they  succeed  every  man  is  under  sus¬ 
picion.” 


A  dead  silence  ensued. 

Old  King  Brady  rose  and  said : 

“Yes,  you  may  regard  that  as  a  fact,  g 
the  truth  is  ferreted  out  each  and  every 
wilh  this  bank  is  under  suspicion.  Now.  1 
a  few  questions.” 


entlemen.  Until 
person  connected 
would  like  to  ask 
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"Proceed,"  said  President  Dale. 

"First,  who  is  vour  watchman?” 

"Jefferson  Clark.  He  is  present.” 

A  man  came  forward.  The  Bradys  fixed  their  gaze  upon 
him. 

He  was  a  man  of  medium  height,  with  a  thin,  ferret-like 
face.  His  shifting  gaze  and  secretive  manner  gave  the 
Bradvs  a  curious  thrill  of  aversion. 

V  S  * 

Jeff  Clark  had  been  guardian  of  the  bank  treasures  at 
night  for  years.  He  had  never  been  accused  of  being  un¬ 
faithful. 

The  banking  people  had  complete  confidence  in  him. 

Old  King  Brady  fixed  his  magnetic  gaze  upon  the  watch¬ 
man  and  said : 

“Mr.  Clark,  you  are  night-watchman  of  this  bank?” 

Clark  looked  penetratingly  at  the  old  detective  and  made 
reply : 

“Yes,  that’s  what  I  am.” 

“  Do  you  know  anything  about  the  mysterious  theft  of  this 
money?” 

“No,  sir.” 

“You  have  seen  no  suspicious  characters  about  the  bank?” 

“I  have  not.” 

“Have  you  any  theory  or  suspicions  of  your  own?” 

Clark  was  silent  a  moment.  His  keen  eyes  roamed  over  the 
company  present  and  were  fixed  upon  a  handsome  youth 
with  classic  features,  who  stood  near  the  door. 

He  was  Jack  Dale,  the  son  of  the  bank’s  president. 

Every  eye  was  upon  Clark  and  noted  this  fact.  There 
was  a  dead  silence  until  the  watchman  shrugged  his  shoulders 
and  said : 

“I'd  rather  not  say.” 

Old  King  Brady  bent  a  terrible  gaze  upon  him,  and  said, 
in  a  forceful  voice: 

“Aye,  but  you  must  say.  It  is  a  very  serious  matter,  and 
if  you  have  any  doubts,  theories  or  suspicions  it  is  your  duty 
to  give  them  to  us,  here  and  at  once.” 

“One  moment,”  said  Angus  Finlay  Dale,  with  a  nervous 
gesture.  “Any  word  of  confidence  may  be  safely  spoken  in 
this  place.  We  are  a  unit  and  it  will  not  travel  further.” 


CHAPTER  II. 

t 

THE  TRACK  OF  VILLANY. 

Once  again  Clark’s  shifty  gaze  travelled  from  face  to  face 
and  rested  upon  young  Dale. 

“I  don’t  like  to  say  as  I  knows  it,”  he  said.  “But  I 
reckon  there’s  one  party  in  this  room  knows  all  about  the 
whole  thing.  I  don’t  call  no  names.” 

His  gaze  was  fixed.  Every  eye  turned  upon  young  Dale. 

The  vouth  looked  about  him,  and  a  sudden  expression  of 
amazement  appeared  on  his  handsome  face. 

He  looked  from  one  to  another  and  then  flushed. 

“ Does  vour  insinuation  bear  upon  me?”  he  asked,  angrily. 
“  Jf  -o,  then  you  are  laboring  under  a  great  delusion.” 


Clark  grinned  sardonically. 

“I  didn’t  say  so,”  he  said,  softly.  “I  ain’t  calling  no 
names.” 

Angus  Finlay  Dale  arose,  his  face  black  as  a  thunder 
cloud.  His  stern,  unrelenting  gaze  was  fixed  upon  his  son. 

“Jack  Dale!”  he  said,  in  a  voice  of  steel,  “you  hear  this 

man’s  insinuation  ?” 

\ 

Young  Dale  stepped  forward. 

Righteous  wrath  and  indignation  was  in  every  line  of  his 
face. 

“  Yes,”  he  declared.  “I  heard  it,  and  it  is  the  blackest  sort 
of  a  lie !  The  scoundrel  has  not  the  slightest  bit  of  a  base 
for  his  rascally  accusation  !” 

“Wait!”  thundered  the  banl£  president,  putting  up  his 
hand.  Then  he  turned  upon  the  wTatchman. 

“Clark,”  he  said,  rigidly,  “what  right  have  you  to  hint 
at  such  a  charge  against  my  son?  If  you  have  a  shred  of 
evidence  let  us  have  it  at  once !” 

The  bank  watchman  grinned,  and  then  began  to  simper : 

“I  ain’t  makin’  no  charges,”  he  said.  “But  I  does  know 
that  young  Mr.  Dale  came  to  the  bank  and  asked  me  to  let 
him  in  a  week  ago.  I  did  so,  an’  he  went  into  your  private 
office  and  stayed  a  long  while.  That’s  all  I  knows,  sir.” 

“You  scoundrel!”  said  young  Dale,  with  fury. 

But  a  great  expression  of  relief  had  crossed  Angus  Dale’s 
face. 

“That  is  all  right,”  he  said.  “I  see  your  point,  Clark. 
I  remember  the  occasion  well.  I  sent  Jack  there  myself  to 
get  some  papers  of  mine.  He  had  no  access  to  the  vaults.” 

“I  dunno  nothin’  about  that,”  said  the  watchman,  with  a 
hang-dog  leer.  “But  Mr.  Jack  was  the  only  one  who  has 
been  around  there  at  night.  That’s  all.” 

“Then  that  is  all  you  can  suggest  that  might  throw  light 
on  the  matter?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

The  fellow  cringed  and  bowed. 

“That  is  all.  I  don’t  cast  no  insinuation  on  Mr.  Jack. 
But  ye  all  said  that  every  man  was  under  suspicion - ” 

“And  so  he  is.” 

“It’s  all  right,  Clark,”  said  Dale,  with  a  more  hearty  ring 
in  his  voice.  “I  see  your  motive  now.  But  Jack  is  not  the 
thief.” 

Clark  bowed  low. 

“I  wouldn’t  make  free  to  say  he  was,  sir,”  he  said. 

Old  King  Brady  and  his  young  partner  had  been  silent 
and  interested  listeners  to  all  this. 

Now  the  old  detective  said,  quietly : 

“I  have  a  small  favor  to  ask.  Who  is  the  cashier?” 

At  once  Mr.  Dale  replied  : 

“Mr.  Dalton  Jones  is  our  cashier.  Step  forward,  Jones !” 

A  rather  weak-faced  young  man  stepped  forward.  His 
features  were  expressionless,  his  eyes  dull  and  his  manner 
languid.  He  wore  eyeglasses. 

In  type  he  was  not  unlike  the  average  clerk  or  accountant, 
with  flabby  flesh  and  pallid  skin,  acquired  by  sedentary  life. 

He  came  forward  slowly. 

The  Bradys  exchanged  glances. 

“Mr.  Jones,”  said  ,01d  King  Brady,  “what  theory  have 
you  to  explain  the  disappearance  of  the  million?” 
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“Really  I  have  none,”  replied  the  cashier  in  a  small  voice. 

“None?” 

Old  King  Brady  leaned  forward  and  fixed  his  eyes  upon 
the  fellow. 

“Yffiu  say  that — you,  who  as  cashier  have  access  to  the 
vaults  and  know  all  the  innermost  workings  of  the  bank? 
Y"ou  have  no  theory  to  advance  ?” 

“I  really  haven't.  It  is  all  a  mystery  to  me.  I  can’t  im¬ 
agine  how  it  could  have  been  done.” 

Mr.  Jones  yawned  in  a  bored  way. 

“That  is  very  odd,”  said  the  old  detective  in  his  most 
frigid  manner.  “Was  it  not  your  business  to  see  that  the 
vaults  were  properly  closed  and  secured  after  business 
hours  ?” 

“  Yres.” 

“And  you  did  so.” 

“I  did.” 

“Still  you  have  no  theory  as  to  how  that  money  escaped 
from  those  vaults?” 

“No  more  than  you  have.” 

“This  is  most  surprising.  Do  you  have  charge  of  the 
vault  key?” 

“  It  is  in  three  pieces.  Mr.  Dale  has  one.  I  have  one,  and 
the  teller  has  the  other.” 

“Ah !  Did  you  have  your  part  of  the  key  in  your  posses¬ 
sion  all  that  week?” 

“I  did.” 

“You  can  swear  to  that?” 

“I  can.” 

“Very  strange  indeed.  Are  you  a  somnambulist,  Mr. 
Jones?” 

The  cashier  stared. 

“Hardly,”  he  said,  stiffly. 

“Then  it  could  not  be  possible  that  you  could  have  walked 
down  there  in  your  sleep  some  time  and  taken  the  money?” 

There  was  dead  silence  in  the  room.  The  cashier’s  flabby 
face  flushed. 

“It  is  not  possible,”  he  said. 

“Ah,  why  not?” 

“I  could  not  open  the  vault  unless  the  other  parts  of  the 
key  were  there.” 

“Humph  !  Would  it  be  possible  to  get  an  impression  and 
have  a  duplicate  of  the  key  made?” 

“Impossible!  No  one  of  us  ever  had  all  parts  of  the  key 
at  once.” 

“That  is  enough,  Mr.  Jones.” 

Then  the  Bradys  arose. 

“We  will  report  at  the  earliest  possible  day,”  said  Old 
King  Brady  as  they  left  the  room. 

Once  away  from  the  bank  the  detectives  went  to  their 
lodgings  to  prepare  for  hard  work. 

“Well,”  said  Harry,  as  they  closed  the  door  behind  them, 
“we  have  plenty  of  chance  to  make  deductions.” 

“I  should  sav  so.” 

•/ 

“We  could  make  anybody  out  the  thief  by  means  of  a 
chain  of  circumstances.” 

“Yes,  that  is  true.  What  did  you  think  of  young  Dale?” 

“  Me  is  all  right.” 


“Sol  think.” 

“But  I  don’t  like  the  watchman.  He  has  the  eyes  of  a 
crafty  rascal.” 

“Ah,  there  you  are.  But  how  could  he  have  taken  the 
money  ?” 

“I  don’t  believe  he  did,”  said  Harry  ambiguously. 

“You  don’t?” 

“No.  .  It  may  be  that  he  was  concerned  in  the  theft,  and 
I  think  he  knows  all  about  it.” 

“Well,  I  agree  with  you  on  that  point.  But  he  never  en¬ 
gineered  the  job.” 

“Who  did?” 

“That’s  the  question.” 

“  He  tried  very  deftly  to  throw  suspicion  upon  young  Dale. 
Now,  there  was  a  motive  for  that.  Somebody  has  a  grudge 
against  him,  and  that  somebody  knows  where  the  million 
has  gone.  Perhaps  by  looking  up  this  enemy  of  young  Dale 
we  may  get  the  right  man.” 

“There  is  something  in  that.  We  will  try  it.” 

“To  go  further — I  have  not  a  high  opinion  of  the  cashier.” 

“  One’s  first  impression  would  be  that  he  has  not  sufficient 
force  to  commit  a  crime  of  that  sort.” 

“Ah,  there  it  is  !  He  may  be  a  stool-pigeon  for  others.” 

The  two  detectives  looked  at  each  other.  More  passed  be¬ 
tween  them  in  that  glance  than  could  have  been  expressed  in 
many  words. 

“The  cashier,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  softly,  “Mr.  Dalton 
Jones,  is  the  man  of  all  men  who  could  easily  gain  an  en¬ 
trance  to  the  vaults  to  take  out  the  money.” 

“Perhaps  we  had  better  play  him  for  the  game?” 

Old  King  Brady  arose  and  paced  the  floor  of  the  room. 

“It  is  useless  to  accept  Jones  as  alone  in  the  game,”  he 
said. 

“Oh,  no.  You  may  be  sure  he  is  in  collusion  with  a  deep¬ 
er  rascal.” 

“He  is  the  type  of  a  rascal  to  be  led.” 

“Yes.” 

“Perhaps  we  had  better  treat  the  matter  accordingly. 
Shadow  Jones  and  really  get  track  of  the  real  rascal.” 

“Jones  is  our  man,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  convic¬ 
tion.  “I  can  see  just  what  we  must  do.” 

“  At  least  we  can  try  it.” 

“Yes.” 

“If  we  find  we  are  wrong  we  can  then  strike  something 
else.” 

“  Just  so.” 

With  this  resolution  the  two  detectives  lost  no  time  in 
putting  their  plans  into  force.  They  outlined  a  clever 
scheme. 

First  they  donned  clever  disguises,  for  they  knew  that  the 
cashiei  would  be  sure  to  know’  them  if  they  should  maintain 
their  present  guise. 

Then  they  sallied  forth. 

Tt  was  late  in  the  day  and  long  past  banking  hours.  It 
was  out  of  the  question  to  look  for  their  bird  at  the  bank. 

Hut  the  Biadjs  had  taken  the  pains  to  learn  where  Jones 
lived. 
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This  was  on  St.  Nicholas  avenue,  on  a  commanding  height 
which  overlooked  the  whole  city. 

At  least  Jones  gave  out  that  this  was  his  residence.  Cer- 
tainlv  it  was  the  home  of  his  family. 

But  the  greater  part  of  the  time  the  cashier  could  have 
been  found  at  the  Virginia  Club,  a  resort  in  West  Twelfth 
street. 

This  was  almost  a  private  barroom,  only  a  few  select  and 
monied  customers  frequenting  the  place. 

All  this  the  Bradys  gathered  by  very  careful  research. 

So  they  managed  to  gain  the  “open  sesame”  of  the  club 
from  one  of  its  members  whom  thev  knew,  and  went  thither. 

And  as  good  luck  had  it,  as  they  entered  the  place  they 
saw  that  Dalton  Jones  was  one  of  the  company. 

He  was  engaged  in  a  game  of  billiards  with  a  man  whose 
peculiar  characteristics  at  once  interested  the  Bradys. 

He  was  a  man  of  a  dark  cast  of  features,  heavy  brows  and 
the  strangest  pair  of  eyes  deepset  under  them  that  the  Bradys 
had  ever  seen. 

Generally  they  were  half  concealed  by  his  eyelids,  but 
when  he  opened  the  lids  wide  the  result  was  startling.  There 
was  a  strange  magnetic  force  in  those  eyes  which  thrilled 
one. 

His  manner  was  soft  and  silent — almost  cat-like.  He 
moved  about  the  billiard  table  with  the  sinuous  movement 
of  a  snake. 

Jones  played  in  a  dreamy,  preoccupied  sort  of  way. 

Only  once  did  he  glance  towards  the  Bradys. 

It  was  not  possible  for  him  to  recognize  them  in  their  dis¬ 
guise.  So  the  detectives  felt  safe. 

In  a  guarded  way  they  watched  the  game  of  billiards  and 
the  players. 


*  CHAPTER  III. 

A  CLEW. 

For  some  while  the  game  went  on. 

It  was  plain  that  Jones  was  by  no  means  as  good  a  player 
as  his  companion. 

The  balls  rolled  and  clicked  musically  over  the  green  cloth. 
The  other  occupants  of  the  room  were  either  drinking  at  the 
bar  or  lounging  in  chairs  and  enjoying  their  cigars. 

Finally  a  uniformed  waiter  came  up  and  the  detectives 
ordered  a  light  drink. 

When  it  was  served  Old  King  Brady  slipped  a  coin  into 
the  fellow’s  hand,  and  asked,  carelessly  : 

“Tell  me  who  the  gentleman  is  who  is  playing  billiards 
with  Mr.  Jones?” 

The  waiter  glanced  over  his  shoulder.  Then  he  replied, 
with  a  shrug: 

“Dat  am  Mistah  Philo  Dennis,  sah.  He  am  Mistali 
Jones’s  friend.” 

Tic-  Bradys  assumed  indifference  and  sipped  their  beer. 

Kinallv  Harry  said,  in  an  undertone: 

“What  do  you  think  of  him  ?” 

“I  don’t  know.  They  seem  to  be  boon  companions.” 


“I  have  never  seen  him  before.” 

“Nor  I.  But  his  looks  belie  him  or  he  is  a  rascal.” 

“We  will  keep  him  in  view.” 

“Yes.” 

The  detectives  waited  fully  an  hour  until  the  game  of 
billiards  was  over. 

Then  Dennis,  the  man  with  the  strange  eyes,  made  a  pecu¬ 
liar  gesture,  and  said : 

“I’ve  had  enough,  Jones.  Let’s  have  a  drink  and  qet  out 
of  here.” 

“All  right,”  agreed  the  cashier. 

The  two  men  went  to  the  bar. 

The  detectives  were  determined  to  not  for  a  moment  lose 
sight  of  them.  They  drank  and  then  left  the  place. 

Behind  them,  silent  as  shadows,  were  the  detectives. 

The  street  was  dark  and  almost  deserted  as  they  emerged 
from  the  club  room.  There  wTas  a  slight  fog  in  the  air. 

This  was  in  the  detectives’  favor.  The  two  clubmen 
strolled  down  to  the  corner  of  the  street. 

Here  they  paused  a  moment  just  by 'the  dark  doorway  of  a 
closed  mercantile  house. 

It  was  the  Bradys’  opportunity. 

They  slipped  into  the  shadows  behind  a  sign  which  extend¬ 
ed  out  from  the  side  of  the  building.  They  were  near  enough 
to  the  two  clubmen  to  almost  touch  them. 

Every  word  uttered  was  plainly  heard. 

“Yrou’ve  got  a  chicken’s  liver,  Jones,”  Dennis  was  saying, 
with  a  derisive  laugh.  “What  are  you  afraid  of  ?  Did  those 
two  rats  of  detectives  give  you  a  jar?” 

A  palpable  shiver  was  in  J ones’s  reply. 

“I  think  they’re  dead  on  to  me,”  he  said.  “The  old  fellow 
with  the  white  hair  asked  me  if  I  walked  down  there  in  my 
sleep  and  took  that  money.” 

“You  denied  it?” 

“Of  course  I  did.” 

“Ha,  ha!  He  is  shrewd.  But  you  must  see  that  he  can 
do  you  no  harm  as  he  has  no  evidence  of  your  guilt.” 

“Of  course  he  hasn’t. .  But  what  did  he  light  on  me  like 
'that  for  ?” 

“Oh,  he  was  just  giving  you  a  try,  that’s  all.  He  suspects 
every  man.  I  hope  you  didn’t  make  a  fool  of  yourself.” 

“What  do  you  think?” 

Dennis  laughed  discordantly. 

“I  know  it  is  easy  for  me  to  make  a  fool  of  you.” 

“You  are  the  devil  himself.  I  can’t  get  out  of  your 
clutches.” 

“I  don’t  intend  you  shall.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  like  the  game.” 

“No,  of  course  you  don’t.  You  are  a  weak-kneed  fool  any¬ 
way.  But  you  leave  it  to  me  and  everything  will  come  out 
all  right.  We  will  be  the  people.” 

“It  would  be  all  right  if - ” 

“What?” 

“You  would  leave  the  girl  out  of  the  question.” 

AgainDennis  laughed  in  a  queer,  cackling  sort  of  a  way 

“The  girl !  Why,  she  is  my  star  of  hope.  I’d  give  up  life 
to-morrow  if  it  wasn’t  for  her.  I  love  her  J” 

“Love  her?” 
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Incredulity,  distaste  and  disgust  was  in  Jones’s  words. 
Dennis  gave  a  little  start.  He  said,  curtly : 

“Well,  am  I  not  capable  of  loving?” 

“Love  her!”  repeated  Jones.  “I  cannot  conceive  of  it. 
You  love  yourself  too  well.  You  don’t  ask  me  to  swallow 
that?” 

Something  like  a  hiss  escaped  Dennis.  Then  he  said: 

“Have  you  ever  plucked  from  the  tree  a  selected  peach? 
How  you  will  search  for  the  one  with  velvet  skin  and  luscious 
color  and  plumpness !  You  will  sink  your  teeth  in  its  juicy 
side ;  you  revel  in  the  taste  while  it  lasts.  When  that  taste 
is  gone,  when  nothing  but  the  ugly  pit  is  left,  do  you  then 
feast  yourself  upon  that?  No!  Amu  throw  it  away.  So  it 
is  with  human  love.  While  it  is  fair  and  attractive  you 
cling  to  the  object  of  your  passion.  When  the  sweetness  is 
gone - ” 

“True  love  never  changes.” 

“Bah !  Some  fools  cling  to  a  faded  love  from  an  idiotic 
sense  of  duty.  But  I  tell  you  love  departs  with  the  personal 
charms.  Now  I  love  Alice  Dale,  and  I  mean  to  win  her. 
When  I  tire  of  her  I  shall  throw  her  aside*,  as  I  would  the 
pit  of  the  peacii.  Ha,  ha  !  There  is  nothing  like  fresh  fruit 
and  plenty  of  it !” 

There  was  a  fiendish  cadence  in  the  fellow’s  cackling  laugh 
which  caused  the  Bradys  a  shiver. 

Jones  instinctively  stepped  back. 

“Hold  on!”  said  Dennis  in  a  strange,  metallic  voice. 
“You  are  not  going  yet.  I  have  use  for  you.” 

“I  wish  I  was  out  of  your  devilish  clutches,”  groaned  the 
cashier. 

“But  you  are  not.  You  are  my  very  valuable  tool.  I 
mean  that  you  shall  be  the  instrument  through  which  I  shall 
win  sweet  Alice.  Humph !  You  can  find  no  fault.  I  am 
providing  for  you  in  great  style.  You  are  a  lucky  man.” 

“I’ll  wager  you’ll  never  get  her,”  said  Jones.  “If  you’re 
wise  you’ll  let  her  alone.  She’ll  never  have  you.  She  has  a 
strong  mind.  You’ll  have  no  power  over  her.” 

Dennis  laughed  again.  ' 

“We  shall  see !”  he  said,  in  a  chuckling  way.  “She  loves 
her  brother,  and  she  don’t  want  to  see  him  put  behind  bars 
for  stealing  a  million  from  the  Liberty  Bank.” 

“But  he  didn’t - ” 

“Sh !  Softly  !  I  have  the  evidence  to  convict  him  of  that 
crime.” 

For  a  moment  the  two  men  were  silent.  The  Bradys, 
crouching  in  the  shadows,  were  literally  on  the  qui  vive. 

It  was  all  a  wonderful  revelation  to  them. 

A  deep  and  dastardly  plot  was  beginning  to  reveal  itself. 

They  had  found  the  villain.  They  were  getting  the  cue. 

“You  are  a  devil,  Philo  Dennis,”  said  the  cashier  in  his 
weak  voice.  “Look  out  you  don’t  make  a  slip.” 

“Oh,  I  never  make  a  slip,”  said  the  villain,  in  a  grating 
voice.  “When  I  am  done  with  this  game  you  will  find  that 
every  ship  is  sunk,  every  bridge  is  burned  behind  me.  I  can 
never  meet  defeat.” 

“TTgh  !  I  pity  her!” 

“  Pity  her,  you  clown  !  Indeed  that  is  uncivil.  You  should 
rather  congratulate  her.  I  am  no  easy  conquest  myself.  Can  * 


you  imagine  my  wife  unhappy?”  and  the  villain  laughed 
boisterously. 

“All  right,  Philo,”  said  Jones,  weakly.  “Go  in  and  win. 
I  hope  you’ll  get  your  prize  all  right.” 

“Of  course  I  shall.  Let  me  see.  It  is  now  eight-thirty. 
I  shall  call  at  the  residence  of  Mr.  Dale  and  pay  my  respects 
to  the  fair  Alice  this  very  evening.  I  will  let  you  know  the 
result.” 

“If  she  consents - ” 

“Ah,  much  trouble  will  be  avoided.  Everything  will  be 

easy.” 

“If  she  does  not?” 

“Then  trouble  begins.  I  am  not  to  be  defeated,  and  I 
can  assure  you  that  I  have  everything  on  my  side.” 

“One  moment.” 

“Well?” 

“What  if  something  slipped  up  and — and — you  know — we 
were  betrayed  ?” 

“You  fool!  What  could  be  easier!  The  first  steamer  to 
Buenos  Ayres.  The  finest  city  in  the  world.  The  grandest 
country.  We  could  roll  in  wealth  there.” 

Jones  shook  his  head  slowly  and  gave  a  deep  sigh. 

“Honor  and  friends — even  life — you  leave  behind.” 

A  curse  dropped  from  the  lips  of  Dennis. 

“You  weak  fool !”  he  gritted.  “You  haven’t  the  pluck  of 
a  cur  dog !  Curse  you  !  If  you  dare  to  weaken  now — well, 
you  know  !  I  have  power  over  you.” 

“No,  no !”  cried  the  cashier,  starting  back  in  a  distressed 
way.  “I  swear  to  be  loyal.  You  need  not  fear.  I  am  too 
deep  in  the  mire  to  go  back.  Don’t  look  at  me  that  way. 
I  beg  your  mercy  !” 

With  a  scornful  laugh  Dennis  turned  away. 

He  had  stood  over  his  weak  victim,  fixing  a  baleful  gaze 
upon  him.  Now  he  said,  contemptuously: 

“It’s  all  right.  You  are  too  great  a  coward  to  betray  me. 
But  I  want  to  see  you  at  the  club  in  the  morning.  Do  you 
understand?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  see  that  you  are  there.  For  the  present  au  revoir.” 

And  with  another  mocking  laugh  the  villain  turned  and 
strode  away.  Jones  seemed  to  grope  his  way  along  the  street 
in  another  direction. 

The  detectives  were  at  no  loss  for  the  proper  course  to 
pursue. 

They  at  once  shadowed  Dennis.  Up  the  street  to  Broad¬ 
way  they  followed  him. 

Here  he  hailed  a  cab  and  was  driven  away  rapidly. 

The  detectives  hesitated  a  moment,  and  Old  King  Brady 
said : 

“We  know  where  he  is  going.” 

“To  the  residence  of  Mr.  Dale.” 

“Yes.” 

“Shall  we  arrest  him ?  There  is  no  doubt  but  that  he  has 
a  hold  on  this  fool  of  a  cashier,  and  they  are  both  concerned 
in  the  bank  robberv.” 

V 

Old  King  Brady  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“What's  the  use !  We  have  not  a  particle  of  evidence.” 

“But  we  have  overheard  enough.” 
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**  That  will  not  stand.  We  must  wait  for  more  evidence. 
We  can  only  lie  low  and  play  the  part  of  shadows.” 

“You  are  right,’'  agreed  Harry.  “But  he  has  gone  to 
Mr.  Dale's.  1  am  curious  to  know  the  result  of  his  visit 
there.” 

“We  will  go  there.” 

“But - ” 

“What?” 

“Can  we  safely  do  that?” 

Old  King  Brady  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Safely  or  not,  it  must  be  done.  It  is  our  only  hope.  We 
must  follow  the  game  close.  I  do  npt  intend  this  wretch 
shall  carry  out  his  machinations.”  • 

“I  do  not  believe  that  young  girl  will  listen  to  his  suit.”  i 

“Of  course  not.” 

“If  she  refuses  him,  then  he  may  try  to  make  good  his  | 
threat  against  young  Dale.” 

“Wait!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  grimly.  “The  case  is  I 
developing.  If  we  keep  a  close  watch  we  shall  soon  get  the 
rascal  in  a  compromising  position.  It  will  come.” 

“At  present  he  has  the  best  of  it.” 

“Of  course.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

AT  THE  DALE  MANSION. 

The  Bradys  deliberated  no  longer. 

They  also  hailed  a  cab. 

They  gave  a  number  on  Fifth  avenue  just  beyond  the  resi¬ 
dence  of  Finlay  Dale.  Then  the  cab  whirled  them  away. 

In  due  time  they  reached  this  number.  The  detectives 
alighted. 

They  dismissed  the  cabman. 

Then  they  started  to  walk  back  down  the  avenue.  When 
they  were  opposite  the  door  of  Finlay  Dale’s  house  they  saw 
the  cab  waiting  for  Dennis. 

The  Bradys  were  for  a  moment  at  a  loss  what  to  do. 

They  looked  up  at  the  house  and  saw  lights  blazing  in  the 
windows.  They  knew  that  Dennis  was  within,  endeavoring 
to  carry  out  his  purpose. 

The  detectives  were  anxious  to  gain  admission  to  the  house 

also.  _  , 

It  was  not  long  before  they  hit  upon  a  subterfuge. 

“I  have  it !”  exclaimed  Harry. 

“What?” 

“Let  us  also  call  upon  Miss  Dale.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  puzzled. 

“How  can  we  gain  anything  by  that?” 

“I  don’t  know.  But  we  can  get  into  the  house  in  that 
manner.  She  will  of  course  not  respond  to  our  call  until 
after  Dennis  ha.s  gone.  But  we  will  perhaps  be  able  to  learn 
something.” 

“What  pretext  have  we?” 

“Easy  enough.  We  are  soliciting  her  patronage  for  a 
charity  or  something  of  the  sort.” 

Old  King  Brady  saw  the  point. 


“Capital!”  he  cried.  “It  shall  be  so.” 

“Come  on.” 

The  two  detectives  mounted  the  steps.  In  another  moment 
they  were  in  the  vestibule  and  touched  the  bell. 

A  servant  responded. 

“Is  Miss  Dale  in?”  asked  Harry. 

The  servant  bowed  stiffly. 

“She  is  engaged,”  he  said.  “Shall  I  take  your  card?” 

“It  is  not  necessary,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will 
wait.” 

The  servant  showed  them  into  an  elegantly  furnished 
reception  room.  The  detectives  were  left  alone. 

They  waited  until  the  servant  had  vanished.  Then  to 
their  ears  came  the  faint  sound  of  voices. 

Harry  looked  at  Old  King  Brady. 

“They  are  in  the  room  across  the  hall,”  he  said.  “I  won¬ 
der  if  we  cannot  risk  a  trip  across  to  that  door?” 

“It  will  be  all  right  if  none  of  the  servants  are  about.” 

“Oh,  that  fellow  is  below  stairs  bv  this  time.” 

j  %j 

Harry  arose  and  walked  softly  to  the  door.  He  looked  up 
and  down  the  long  hall. 

Nobody  was  in  sight. 

The  coast  was  clear. 

From  this  point  the  words  of  those  in  the  next  room  could 
be  almost  distinguished.  Harry  hesitated  no  longer. 

There  was  heavy  arras  at  the  doors. 

He  stepped  lightly  across  and  behind  this. 

Old  King  Brady  joined  him. 

Luck  was  with  them. 

The  door  was  slightly  ajar,  showing  the  interior  of  the 
rich  drawing-room. 

It  held  two  occupants. 

One  was  a  slender  young  girl,  as  fair  as  a  lily.  Her  com¬ 
panion  was  the  crook,  Philo  Dennis. 

She  stood  and  he  half  knelt  on  an  ottoman  before  her. 
His  hands  were  clasped  and  his  powerful,  strange  gaze  was 
full  upon  her  face. 

Every  word  was  distinctly  heard  by^the  detectives. 

“Why  do  you  turn  from  me,  Alice?”  the  rascal  was  saying. 
“You  know  that  I  adore  you.  I  will  make  you  my  queen. 
Look  in  my  eyes,  Alice,  and  tell  me  that  you  will  be  mine 
forever !” 

She  averted  her  gaze.  Her  face  was  very  pale. 

“You  must  never  speak  to  me  again  in  this  way,”  she  said, 
rigidly.  “  I  do  not  love  you,  and  there  can  never  be  anything 
more  between  us.” 

“You  shall  not  cast  me  aside  so  heartlessly,”  he  pleaded. 

“It  is  my  answer.” 

“And  you  will  give  me  no  hope?” 

“None.” 

“This  is  your  final  answer?” 

“Yes!” 

He  arose  stiffly. 

There  was  a  change  in  his  manner  and  voice. 

“I  can  say  that  you  will  change  your  mind,”  he  said,  al¬ 
most  harshly.  “I  have  offered  you  my  heart  and  my  fortune. 
You  scorn  me.  But  in  doing  this  you  are  making  a  ter¬ 
rible  mistake.” 
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Shu  drew  herself  up  coldly. 

‘‘I  do  not  understand  you!” 

*/ 

“  Don't  you?  Well,  I  will  tell  you  this:  Refuse  me  and 
you  sacrifice  vour  brother’s  honor  and  his  freedom.  He  is 
destined  to  languish  in  prison,  and  1  am  the  only  man  who 
can  save  him.” 

She  started  as  if  stung.  A  little  gasping  cry  escaped  her. 

“My  brother?” 

“Yes,  your  brother.” 

“What  do  you  mean?  My  brother  never  can  be  sent  to 
prison  for  wrong-doing.  It  is  ah  impossibility,  for  he  is  as 
true  and  honest  a  man  as  ever  was.” 

She  faced  him  with  haughty  mien  and  flashing  eyes. 

He  bowed  low. 

“I  respect  your  love  and  faith  in  your  brother,”  he  said. 
“It  is  all  very  fine.  But  that  does  not  alter  the  situation.” 

She  took  a  step  forward,  with  blazing  eyes  and  clenched 
hands. 

“Dare  not  bring  a  charge  against  my  brother,”  she  cried, 
indignantly.  “I  heard  that  the  old  watchman  at  the  bank 
made  an  insinuating  remark  regarding  his  visit  there  one 
night.  My  brother  is  not  concerned  in  the  robbery,  and  can 
never  be  proven  guilty.” 

Dennis  fixed  his  baleful  gaze  upon  the  angry  maiden’s 
face. 

Brutish  admiration  was  depicted  in  every  line  of  his  face, 
mingled  with  a  coarse,  exultant  expression. 

“No  one  will  more  keenly  regret  the  misfortune  than  I,” 
he  said,  shrewdly.  “I  do  not  believe  him  guilty.  But  he 
will  certainly  be  convicted.” 

For  a  moment  her  slight  figure  swayed.  Her  anger  gave 
way  to  dread  and  awful  apprehension. 

She  saw  the  villain’s  meaning.  While  Jack  was  beyond 
doubt  innocent,  perhaps  there  was  circumstantial  evidence. 

“What — what  is  the  evidence?”  she  asked.  “It  can  be 
disproved.” 

“Yes ;  but  I  am  the  only  living  man  who  can  do  it.” 

“And  you — you  will  do  that?” 

He  took  a  step  forward. 

“Yes,  for  compensation.” 

“What  is  your  price?” 

“Do  not  think  it  dishonorable  of  me  to  take  advantage  of 
your  distress.  But  all  is  fair  in  love.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Can  you  not  guess?  You  are  the  price.  I  will  place 
your  brother’s  life  and  honor  forever  out  of  jeopardy  if  you 
will  become  my  wife.” 

She  drew  a  deep,  shuddering  breath.  Her  face  was  scar¬ 
let,  and  her  eyes  blazed. 

“I  will  give  you  an  answer  which  will  forever  settle  this 
matter,  she  said,  in  a  tense  voice.  “I  will  never  marry 
you.  I  despise  you  for  your  subterfuge.  You  are  not  a  man 
of  honor.  This  is  the  last.” 

“No!”  he  said,  with  a  sullen  gleam  in  his  eyes.  “You 
will  not  sacrifice  your  brother.  Stop  and  think.” 

“T  do  not  need  to  stop  and  think.  1  know  tuv  brother, 
and  I  know  he  is  innocent.  Do  your  worst!  Prove  him 


guilty  if  you  can.  But  God,  in  His  mercy,  will  not  permit 
so  infamous  a  crime  to  go  unpunished.” 

She  turned  and  touched  a  bell. 

A  servant  appeared.  Alice  pointed  to  Dennis,  and  said 
in  brisk  tones : 

“Show  this  man  the  door.  Never  let  him  come  in  here 
again.” 

Dennis  was  white  with  fury. 

“Then  vou  refuse  me!”  he  hissed.  “Ah,  we  shall  see. 
You  haven’t  seen  the^ast  of  me  yet.  You  shall  yet  beg  for 
mercy,  for  as  true  as  Heaven,  I  have  the  key  to  your  lifelong 
disgrace  and  misery.” 

r 

He  walked  out  into  the  hall.  The  servant  led  the  way  to 
the  door. 

The  detectives  were  behind  the  arras  and  were  not  seen. 

The  villain  passed  out  of  the  house.  The  butler  closed 
the  door  and  stepped  out  into  the  hall. 

Alice  Dale  now  came  out  into  the  hall.  The  servant 
bowed  and  said : 

“Two  gentlemen  are  awaiting  you  in  the  reception-room.” 

Her.  face  showed  surprise. 

“Who  are  they?”  she  asked. 

“I  do  not  know.  They  offered  no  card,”  rejoined  the 
butler. 

Alice  stepped  across  the  hall  and  into  the  reception-room. 

It  was,  of  course,  empty. 

She  turned  with  surprise. 

“How  is  this  ?”  she  demanded.  “There  is  no  one  here.” 

The  butler  was  stupefied. 

“They  must  have  gone  out  again,”  he  said,  in  a  mystified 
way.  “They  were  certainly  here.” 

“That  is  very  strange,”  said  Alice.  “I  wish  you  would  in¬ 
vestigate,  Richard.  Call  James  and  go  through  the  house.” 

“That  is  not  necessary,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  stepping 
out  of  his  concealment.  “We  will  explain  all.” 

Alice  gave  a  little  sharp  outcry,  and  retreated.  The  butler 
placed  himself  before  the  outer  door. 

Alice  stared  at  the  detectives. 

“Who  are  you ?”  she  demanded.  “What  does  this  mean  ?” 

“We  can  give  you  an  easy  explanation,”  said  Old  King 
Brady,  politely.  < 

“I  wish  you  would  do  so.” 

“Well,  we  are  detectives.” 

“Detectives?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  you  want  here?” 

“We  wish  to  consult  with  you.  Do  not  fear.”  Old  Kin^ 
Brady  showed  his  badge.  “We  took  the  liberty  to  listen  to 
the  little  conversation  between  you  and  the  gentleman  who 
has  just  gone  out.” 

Alice  turned  scarlet. 

“You  certainly  have  made  yourselves  free,”  she  declared. 
“What  is  your  meaning?” 

“We  are  looking  for  the  man  who  stole  the  million  from 
your  father's  bank.” 

A  light  leaped  into  her  eyes. 

“Do  you  suspect  him?”  she  asked.  * 
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"We  suspect  everybody.  But  we  were  very  glad  to  see 
that  his  threat  did  not  cause  you  to  fall  into  his  trap.” 

She  shuddered,  and  her  face  paled. 

“My  soul!"  she  exclaimed,  with  a  thrill  of  horror.  “Do 
you  believe  he  can  make  good  his  threat  against  my  bro¬ 
ther?” 

“I  don't  know,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  believe  him 
to  be  a  deep  and  dangerous  villain.” 

“Richard,”  said  Miss  Dale,  turning  to  the  butler,  “you 
may  go.  Remember,  not  a  word  of  this  to  anybody.” 

“Yes,  miss,’’  said  the  fellow,  respectfully,  as  he  passed 
out. 

Then  the  banker's  daughter  turned  to  the  detectives. 

“Come  into  the  reception-room,”  she  said.  “I  must  have 
a  talk  with  you.” 


CHAPTER  Y. 

THE  EAVESDROPPER. 

The  detectives  followed  the  young  girl  into  the  reception- 
room. 

She  seated  herself,  and  then  said: 

“All  this  is  a  very  great  shock  to  me.  My  father  is  nigh 
insane  over  the  mysterious  affair  at  the  bank.  The  threat 
made  by  Philo  Dennis  convinces  me  that  there  is  a  very  deep 
and  dangerous  plot  against  our  family  as  well  as  the  bank.” 

Old  King  Brady  bowed. 

“It  does  look  that  way,”  he  admitted. 

“Now,  do  you  Think  that  Dennis  is  the  real  rascal  in  the 
game?”  • 

“We  do  not  know.  But  we  are  assured  that  he  is  one  of 
them.” 

“I  have  never  suspected  it  until  this  moment.  You  see, 
he  has  once  before  proposed  to  me.  I  have  thought  that  he 
has  made  up  this  scheme  so  as  to  bring  me  to  terms.” 

“There  is  no  doubt  of  that.” 

“But  for  all  that  he  may  not  be  concerned  in  the  robbery.” 

“That  is  possible.  However,  the  inference  might  be 
justly  made  that  he  is.” 

“True  enough.  I  shall  see  my  father  at  once— — ” 

“Wait!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  would  rather  you 
would  not.  Do  not  speak  of  Dennis  to  your  father  or  your 
brother.” 

She  looked  her  surprise. 

“Whv  not?”  she  asked. 

“I  have  numerous  reasons.  Nothing  can  be  gained.  They 
might  betray  the  whole  thing  in  a  moment  of  passion.  You 
see,  Dennis  does  not  suspect  that  we  are  on  his  track.” 

She  bowed  eagerly. 

“I  see,”  she  assented.  “On  the  whole,  I  believe  you  are 
right.  But  what  shall  I  do  in  the  meanwhile?” 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  answer  for  a  moment. 

“There  is  one  quite  feasible  plan,”  he  said.  “To  be  sure, 
I  never  like'  the  kh*a  of  temporizing  with  villainy.  But 
vometirnes  it  is  policy.” 


“What  do  you  mean?” 

“It  might  be  as  well  to  pretend  to  partly  yield  to  his 
wishes  and  entertain  his  proposal.  By  this  you  would  gain 
time.  We  have  much  to  do.  Of  course,  it  will  be  extremely 
distasteful  to  you.” 

She  showed  by  the  expression  of  her  face  that  this  was 
true. 

But  she  said : 

“Very  well;  I  shall  agree  to  anything  to  unravel  the  mys¬ 
tery.  We  understand  each  other.” 

“Yes.”  ' 

“If  Dennis  calls  again,  I  will  temporize  with  him.  In 
the  meanwhile  I  must  keep  in  touch  with  you.” 

Old  King  Brady  gave  her  a  card. 

“This  is  our  address,”  he  said.  “You  may  summon  us 
at  any  moment.  We  shall  respond- at  once.” 

“Thank  you  !'  I  will  do  so.” 

The  Bradys  arose. 

Just  then  a  rustling  sound  at  the  door  caused  Old  King 
Brady  to  turn  his  head. 

With  a  quick  leap,  he  reached  the  spot,  and  dashed  aside 
the  arras.  There  stood  the  butler,  Richard,  white  and 
aghast. 

“Oho!”  cried  the  old  detective.  “You  have  curious  ser¬ 
vants,  Miss  Dale.  This  fellow-  evidently  has  been  eaves¬ 
dropping. 

Alice  Dale’s  face  showed  her  anger  and  contempt. 

“Richard!”  she  cried,  sharply.  “What  does  this  mean? 
Didn’t  I  tell  you  to  go  out  of  the  room  ?” 

The  butler,  trembling  like  a  leaf,  began  to  whine  abjectly. 

“Ah,  Miss  Alice,  I  am  sorry.  I  did  not  mean  to  listen, 
only  to  protect  you.  I  feared  you  might  need  some  assist¬ 
ance.  Believe  me,  I  only  meant  to  do  you  a  service.” 

With  flashing  eyes,  Alice  pointed  to  the  door. 

“Leave  this  instant!”  she  cried,  shrilly.  “I  shall  see 
about  your  discharge  for  this,  sir.  Begone !” 

The  fellow  vanished. 

Old  King  Bradv  turned  about. 

“Can  you  trust  that  fellow?”  he  asked. 

“Why,  I  never  knew  him  to  do  such  a  thing  before,”  she 
declared.  “He  is  very  faithful.” 

“Perhaps  he  was  sincere  in  his  plea.  He  may  be  faithful 
to  you.” 

“It  may  be  true.  I  shall  investigate,”  she  said,  resolutely. 
“But  I  don’t  think  he  will  dare  repeat  what  he  has  heard.” 

“I  trust  not.” 

The  Bradvs  now  took  their  leave. 

j 

Once  on  the  street,  Old  King  Brady  said: 

“Queer  about  that  chap’s  curiosity.  Do  ycu  think  it  has 
any  significance?” 

“Well,  I  hardly  think  so,”  replied  Harry.  “Servants  al¬ 
ways  listen.  They  are  great  gossips.  But  I  hardly  think  he 
will  dare  report  what  he  has  heard.” 

“I  hope  not.” 

“So  do  I.” 

“Now,  I  think  we  have  a  line  on  this  case.  We  are  as¬ 
sured  well  enough  that  Philo  Dennis  has  a  powerful  hold 
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on  the  cashier.  Any  sort  of  conclusion  can  be  drawn  from 
that.” 

“You  are  right.” 

“We  will  proceed  on  the  assumption  that  Dennis  and 
Jones  are  the  bank  thieves.  We  will  also  assume  that  there 
is  a  conspiracy  to  throw  the  blame  of  the  crime  upon  young 
Dale.” 

“Yes.” 

“Perhaps  it  may  not  be  the  right  lead.  But  we  will 
try  it.” 

“Very  good.” 

The  detectives  were  now  off  the  trail  temporarily.  They 
went  down  to  the  Virginia  Club. 

But  neither  Jones  nor  Dennis  showed  up  there  that  night. 
Finally,  after  an  aimless  quest,  they  went  home  and  to  bed. 

The  next  morning  they  were  astir  early..  It  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  once  more  get  on  the  track  of  Dennis. 

The  Bradys  did  not  know  where  to  look  for  him. 

They  had  made  inquiries  guardedly  at  the  Virginia  Club. 

But  as  near  as  they  could  learn,  he  lived  in  University 
place.  Just  what  number  or  house  could  not  be  learned. 

The  detectives  decided  to  haunt  University  place,  in  the 
hope  of  running  across  their  man. 

All  the  morning  they- devoted  to  this  aimless  quest. 

But  not  a  clew  was  obtainable  until  near  noon. 

Then  a  startling  thing  happened.  A  newsboy  ran  around 
the  corner. 

“Extra!  All  about  the  bank  robbery.” 

Instantly  Harry  caught  the  lad.  He  bought  the  paper. 

On  the  front  page  was  a  glaring  heading : 

“Tremendous  Sensation.  Arrest  of  Banker  Dale’s  son 
Jack,  on  the  charge  of  robbing  the  Liberty  Bank  of  a  mil¬ 
lion.  Yroung  Dale  is  safely  lodged  in  the  Tombs.  The  bank 
president  is  nigh  driven  insane  with  the  fearful  shock.” 

A  detailed  account  of  the  arrest  followed.  The  evidence 
was  very  conclusive. 

Officers  with  a  search  warrant  had  visited  the  Dale  man- 
sion. 

The  warrant  had  been  procured  by  a  detective  from  the 
Central  Office,  who  claimed  to  have  received  his  information 
from  a  noted  crook,  whose  name  he  would  not  reveal. 

Young  Dale  was  taken  to  the  Tombs  at  once. 

In  his  room  was  found  a  package  of  the  missing  Govern¬ 
ment  bonds,  a  small  part  of  the  stolen  million. 

Prima  facie  evidence  demanded  his  arrest. 

The  two  detectives  read  all  this  with  much  surprise  and 
interest. 

“There  you  are!”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “It  could 
not  be  averted.” 

“No.” 

“The  villain  has  sprung  his  trap.” 

“Of  course  it  is  the  work  of  Dennis.” 

“Certainly.” 

“Probablv  he  feels  sure  of  bringing  the  young  girl  to 
terms  now  .” 

“Thar  is  his  error.  1  f  1  judge  her  right,  she  will  never 
yield,  but  fight  him  to  the  death.”  | 


“I  glory  in  her  pluck.  We  must  do  all  we  can  to  defeat 

i he  game.” 

“To  be  sure!” 

It  did  not  take  the  Bradys  long  to  decide  what  to  do. 

They  at  once  took  an  uptown  car,  and  alighted  above 
Forty-second  street. 

Walking  rapidly  through  to  Fifth  avenue,  they  mounted 
the  steps  of  Banker  Dale’s  residence. 

In  response  to  the  ring,  the  same  butler,  Richard  Carl, 
which  was  his  name,  came  to  the  door. 

The  detectives  said : 

“We  have  heard  of  Mr.  Jack  Dale’s  arrest.  Is  Mr.  Dale 
in?” 

The  butler  hesitated. 

“I  have  orders  to  say  that  callers  cannot  be  received,”  he 
said. 

“Pshaw !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Give  them  this  card.” 

The  butler  disappeared,  but  returned  in  a  few  minutes. 

He  opened  wide  the  door. 

“It  is  all  right,”  he  said.  “They  will  see  you.” 

The  butler  led  the  way  into  the  library.  As  the  detectives 
entered  this  room,  they  saw  the  father  and  daughter  seated 
at  a  table,  on  which  were  spread  many  papers  and  docu¬ 
ments. 

Both  arose  at  once. 

Alice  was  pale,  and  her  eyes  red  with  weeping.  Mr.  Dale 
was  white,  but  very  calm. 

“These  are  the  gentlemen  who  called  on  me  yesterday, 
father,”  said  Alice.  “They  are  Secret  Service  detectives.” 

The  Bradys  bowed. 

“We  are  sorry  to  hear  the  sad  news  of  your  son’s  arrest,” 
said  Old  Kirfg  Brady. 

“It  is  an  outrage,”  said  Mr.  Dale.  “He  is  as  innocent 
as  a  iamb.” 

'  “We  are  sure  of  that.  This  is,  no  doubt,  the  work  of  vil¬ 
lains.” 

“You  agree  with  me  then,”  cried  Dale.  “My  daughter 
has  informed  me  that  you  regard  Philo  Dennis  as  impli¬ 
cated.” 

“We  have  reason  to  believe  that  he  is  the  main  villain  of 
the  conspiracy.” 

“If  I  can  find  him - ” 

“No,  father,”  pleaded  Alice.  “Nothing  would  be  gained 
by  violence.  The  best  way  is  to  place  all  in  the  hands  of 
these  gentlemen,  the  detectives.” 

Oh,  yes.  I  suppose  so,’  said  the  banker,  mopping  his 
brow  and  sinking  into  a  chair.  “But  my  indignation  runs 
away  with  me.  However,  something  must  be  done  to  dis¬ 
prove  the  charge  against  mv  son.” 

Kindly  gi\e  us  the  details  of  the  arrest  and  the  charge 
against  him,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

The  banker  did  so. 

He  described  the  visit  of  the  officers  and  the  result. 

Tn  a  corner  of  Jack's  room,  under  .the  carpet,  was  found 
the  tell-tale  package  of  bonds. 

Also  a  duplicate  key  to  the  vault,  and  the  written  com¬ 
bination  of  the  lock. 
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Another  damning  bit  of  evidence  was  the  discovery  of 
certain  papers  in  an  inner  packet  of  one  of  his  coats.  These 
papers  were  known  to  have  been  in  the  vault. 

Of  course  the  youth  stoutly  denied  all  charges. 

But  with  this  array  of  evidence  against  him,  he  was 
deemed  probably  guilty  and  placed  mder  arrest. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


A  FRUITLESS  ERRAND. 


Banker  Dale  was  very  much  overwrought  with  his  trouble. 
He  arose  and  paced  the  floor,  and  wrung  his  hands  and 
showed  the  great,  distress  of  mind  he  was  under. 

The  Bradys  were  thoroughly  in  sympathy  with  him. 

But  they  knew  that  their  only  way  to  thwart  Dennis  was 
to  carefully  go  over  the  ground  and  look  for  some  slip-up  or 
error  which  would  enable  them  to  trap  him. 

But  there  was  nothing  to  be  found  with  which  to  impli¬ 
cate  the  villain. 

Not  the  slightest  clew. 

Alice  Dale  was  a  brave  and  sensible  girl. 

She  gave  the  detectives  all  the  assistance  she  could. 

“In  some  manner, ”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  convic¬ 
tion,  “those  bonds  were  placed  in  your  brother’s  room.” 
“Yes.” 

“Could  Dennis  have  done  it?” 

“I  don’t  see  how  he  could,”  said  Alice.  “He  has  no  ad¬ 
mission  to  the  house. 

“Perhaps  he  has  an  agent  or  an  accomplice.  Are  all  your 
servants  trustworthy?” 

“Indeed,  yes,”  said  Alice,  positively. 

The  detectives  exchanged  glances.  The  same  thought  was 
in  the  mind  of  each. 

They  remembered  the  queer  conduct  of  the  butler,  Rich¬ 
ard,  in  hiding  behind  the  arras. 

He  may  have  played  the  eavesdropper  to  a  good  purpose. 
Even  long-tried  servants  are  not  proof  against  corruption. 

The  detectives  did  not  mention  their  suspicions  to  Alice. 
But  they  decided  to  keep  an  eye  on  Richard  Carl. 

As  nothing  more  was  to  be  gained,  they  rose  to  depart. 
But  just  at  that  moment  there  came  a  tap  on  the  library 
door.  The  butler  appeared  with  a  card :  t 
“Dalton  Jones.” 

Alice  passed  the  card  to  her  father.  Then  she  said : 

“You  may  show  him  in,  Richard.” 

The  Bradys  were  thrilled  with  surprise  and  curiosity. 

“It  is  Dalton,”  said  Mr.  Dale.  “Probably  he  wants  to 
see  me  about  some  affair  at  the  bank. 

“We  might  pray  to  be  excused,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

The  banker  nodded,  but  Alice,  with  sudden  inspiration, 

said : 

“No.  wait  a  moment.  T  prefer  that  they  should  remain. 
\t  lea«t.  if  thev  so  desire.”  And  she  looked  eagerly  at  the 

detectives. 

“  \  am  -lire,  for  a  certain  reason,  we  would  be  pleased  to,” 


said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  do  not  make  us  known  as  de¬ 
tectives.” 

“We  will  not  make  vou  known  at  all,”  said  Alice.  “Just 
step  behind  this  screen.  1  am  curious  to  know  what  his 
errand' here  is.” 

“We  shall  be  glad  to  do  that.” 

“You  will  need  to  hasten!”  said  Mr.  Dale.  “I  think  he 
is  right  here  at  the  door.” 

The  detectives  slipped  behind  the  screen. 

They  were  not  a  moment  too  soon. 

The  door  opened,  and  Dalton  Jones  entered  the  room. 

The  cashier  came  in  with  his  usual  vacillating  expression 
of  features.  He  hesitated  a  moment,  and  looked  from  Alice 
to  Mr.  Dale. 
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Come  in,  Jones,”  cried  the  bank  president.  “What? 
brings  you  here  ?” 

Jones  coughed  and  stammered: 

“I — I  come  to  express  my  sympathy  for  the  sad  fate  of 
your  son  Jack,”  he  said,  weakly.  “Of  course,  everybody 
knows  he  is  not  guilty.” 

“No,  everybody  doesn’t  know  it,”  said  Mr.  Dale.  “But 
nobodv  knows  that  he  is.” 

Yes,  sir ;  of  course,  sir,”  stammered  the  cashier. 

Have  a  chair,  Dalton.  How  is  everything  down  at  the 
bank  ?” 

“The  extent  of  the  bank’s  loss  grows  larger  as  we  go  on 
with  our  examination  of  affairs.” 

“Indeed  !  The  tide  is  against  us.” 

“Yes;  just  now  it  is.  But — don’t  you  know — I  am  sure 
of  a  way  to  make  it  all  right,  and  bring  your  son  out  all 
right.” 

Mr.  Dale’s  face  showed  eager  surprise.  But  Alice’s  face 
was  inscrutable. 

“Yes;  that  is — don’t  you  know — I  have  a  friend — don’t 
you  know  ?” 

“Yes,  yes,”  said  Mr.  Dale.  “Go  on ;  what  of  your  friend?” 

Jones  glanced  at  Alice. 

He — he  knows  you,  Miss  Alice,  and  you  know  him.” 
Indeed  !”  said  the  young  girl,  frigidly.  “Will  you  kindly 
tell  me  what  is  his  name  ?” 

“Y — yes,”  stammered  Jones.  “His  name  is  Philo  Den- 
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Alice  gave  a  hardly  perceptible  start.  But  Mr.  Dale 
sprang  up  from  his  chair. 

“What’s  that?”  he  cried,  fiercely.  “Is  Philo  Dennis  a 
boon  companion  of  yours?” 

Jones  looked  frightened. 

For  a  moment  he  did  not  know  what  to  say.  He  fidgeted 
a  moment. 

“Well — yes.  I  know  about  him,”  he  said.  “But - ” 

“What  do  you  know  about  him?” 

“Well,  I  know  he  is  a  sporting  gentleman,  and  mighty 
good  company.  He  asked  me  to  come  to  you.” 

“For  what  purpose?” 

“He  is  very  much  interested  in  your  son.  Tie  wanted  me 
to  tell  vou  that  it  is  in  his  power  to  have  your  son  liberated 
within  twelve  hours.” 


12 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  BANK  MYSTERY. 


Mr.  Dale  clutched  the  leaf  of  the  table,  lie  trembled  like 
a  man  with  the  palsy.  He  leaped  forward. 

“But  did  Philo  Dennis  send  you  here  with  that  proposi¬ 
tion  ?” 

“Yes — y-yes!”  stammered  Jones. 

“What  are  you  and  Dennis,  Dalton  Jones  ?  Are  you  a  tool 
of  his?  Answer  me,  Dalton  Jones.  Is  it  true?” 

The  fellow  turned  ghastly  white. 

“N-no !”  he  declared.  “I  only  know  him  as  we  belong  to 
the  same  club.  1  didn't  know  that  you  regarded  him  in 
such  a  bad  light.” 

“Look  here,  Dalton,”  said  Mr.  Dale,  forcibly.  “I  have 
always  regarded  you  as  weak,  but  never  before  as  being  bad. 
If  you  are  an  associate  of  Philo  Dennis  I  have  no  further 
*use  for  you.  You  shall  tender  your  resignation  as  cashier 
of  the  Liberty  Bank.” 

Dalton  gasped  and  turned  livid.  He  mopped  the  sweat 
from  his  face. 

“I — I  will  drop  him  at  once,”  he  declared.  “I  never 
thought  him  bad.” 

“Before  we  go  any  further,  tell  me  what  message  he  sent 
by  you.” 

“He — he  wanted  me  to  inform  you  that  it  was  in  his 
power  to  save  your  son  from  conviction.” 

Mr.  Dale  looked  at  Alice,  whose  eyes  dilated.  The  bank¬ 
er’s  jaw  set  hard  and  determined. 

“And  he  sent  you  here  with  such  a  declaration  as  that?” 

“Y-yes.” 

“Of  course,  he  wants  compensation?” 

“He  does.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“He  is  in  love  with  Miss  Alice.  If  she  will  marry  him, 
he  will  furnish  evidence  to  establish  the  innocence  of  your 
son.  If  he  remains  silent,  Jack  will  go  to  prison  for  twenty 
years.” 

“You  contemptible  cur!”  exclaimed  Mr.  Dale,  forcibly. 
“Dare  you  bring  such  a  message  as  this!  Why  did  not 
Dennis  bring  it  himself?” 

“He — he  thought  it  a  delicate  matter,  and  as  he  is  a  bash¬ 
ful  fellow,  dreaded  to  face  you.” 

“So  he  sent  you!  Well,  you  may  go  back  and  tell  him 
that  my  boy  Jack  would  rather  remain  in  prison  for  life 
than  see  his  sister  wedded  to  such  a  cur.  Moreover,  you 

may  tell  him - ” 

/ 

“Wait,  papa!”  said  Alice,  warningly.  “That  is  enough 
to  tell  him.” 

Choking  with  righteous  indignation,  Mr.  Dale  said  no 
more.  He  sat  back  in  his  chair. 

“All  right!”  he  said,  hoarsely.  “Get  out  of  my  house, 
Jones,  before  I  throw  you  out.” 

“Then  vou  have  no  answer?”  asked  the  cashier,  in  a  thin 
voice. 

“You  have  my  answer.  Richard,  kick  him  out.” 

Jones  started  for  the  door  with  alacrity.  When  he  had 
gone,  the  Bradvs  came  out  from  behind  the  s^ropn. 

Old  King  Brady  went  to  the  window.  He  saw  Jones 
% 

cross  the  street. 


“Well,  gentlemen,”  said  Mr.  Dale.  “You  will  give  me 
credit  for  holding  my  temper  well.” 

“Indeed,  yes,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  we  must  fol¬ 
low  that  fellowr.  You  will  excuse  us.  We  shall  do  all  wre  can 
to  liberate  vour  son  and  track  down  the  rascal  who  stole  the 
million.” 

» 

“I  trust  you  may  succeed,”  said  Mr.  Dale.  “You  shall  be 
well  rewarded.” 

The  Bradys  left  the  house. 

They  quickly  turned  the  next  street  corner,  and  saw  Jones 
making  his  way  toward  Broadway. 

The  Bradys  shadowed  him  cleverly. 

On  the  corner  of  Broadvray  was  a  saloon  and  resort  kept 
by  a  pugilist  of  renown. 

Out  from  this  now  stepped  a  man  whom  the  Bradys  re¬ 
cognized  at  once. 

He  was  Philo  Dennis. 

Dennis  joined  Dalton  Jones,  and  they  strolled  on  toward 
the  North  River. 

It  was  plain  that  Jones  was  telling  Dennis  the  result  of 
his  errand  at  the  Dale  mansion. 

Dennis  nodded  his  head  vigorously,  and  snapped  his 
fingers  in  a  vicious  way. 

They  now  turned  down  Ninth  avenue,  and  walked  along 
as  far  as  Forty-second  street. 

Along  this  thoroughfare  they  continued  to  walk. 

Soon  they  came  to  the  Weehawken  ferry.  A  crowd  was 
surging  through  the  gates. 

They  entered  the  ferry-house,  and  the  Bradys  did  the 
same. 

Dennis  and  Jones  took  up  a  position  in  the  forward  part 
of  the  ferry-boat. 

So  engrossed  were  they  in  their  conversation  that  they 
took  no  note  of  anybody  near  them. 

The  Bradys  drew  as  near  as  they  dared,  in  the  hope  of 
finding  out  something  of  interest. 

But  they  did  not  succeed. 

The  villains  conversed  in  such  a  low  tone  that  nothing 
of  value  could  be  overheard.  ' 

The  steamer  made  its  way  across  the  great  river. 

When  it  entered  the  Weehawken  dock,  the  two  schemers 
left  the  ferry  and  began  to  climb  the  hill. 

The  detectives  still  kept  behind  them. 

Dp  the}'  climbed,  and  passing  the  Scbuetzen  Park,  they 
bore  away  toward  the  location  of  the  old  Guttenburg  race 

u 

track. 

Near  a  grove  of  hardwood  trees  there  stood  a  small  frame 
house.  Toward  this  the  two  schemers  bent  their  steps. 

1  hey  passed  in  at  the  gate  and  boldly  entered  the  house. 

The  door  closed  behind  them,  and  they  were  lost  to  sight. 

The  detectives  looked  at  each  other. 

“What  do  you  make  of  that?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Indeed,  I  hardly  know,”  said  Harry.  “What  is  their 
mission  here?” 

The  two  detectives  were  dcenly  puzzled.  The  house  did 
not  have  the  appearance  of  a  den. 
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It  seemed  rather  like  the  humble  abode  of  some  honest 
mechanic. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  MYSTERY  EXPLAINED. 

« 

The  detectives  dared  not  approach  too  near  the  house. 

It  was  broad  daylight,  and  they  might  be  seen  and  spotted 
at  once. 

Y  hat  the  errand  of  the  two  rascals  was,  they  could  noi 
venture  to  guess.  - 

Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head. 

“It  beats  me!’1  he  declared.  “I  don't  make  it  out  at  all. 
All  we  can  do,  Harry,  is  to  wait  for  developments.” 

“Perhaps  this  is  a  rendezvous  for  a  gang  of  crooks.” 

“It  is  a  clever  one.” 

“You  are  right.  See,  there  is  a  woman  at  her  work.” 

A  slatternly  woman  now  came  out  into  the  yard  and  be¬ 
gan  to  hang  out  clothes.  She  was  of  the  laboring  type. 

The  Bradys  in  vain  tried  to  fathom  the  mystery. 

For  hours  they  remained  on  guard.  The  day  began  to 
wane. 

Then  a  sudden  revelation  was  accorded  them. 

It  was  nearing  dusk  when  the  door  opened  and  the  two 
crooks  came  out. 

With  them  was  another  man. 

One  glance  gave  the  Bradys  the  very  explanation  they 
wanted.  Old  King  Brady  gasped: 

“By  Jupiter!  It  is  the  watchman.” 

“Old  Jefferson  Clark.” 

It  was  indeed  the  bank  watchman.  All  doubt  fled  now. 

The  Bradys  saw  the  collusion.  These  three  wretches  were 
really  responsible  for  the  theft  of  the  million  from  the  Lib¬ 
erty  Bank. 

It  could  be  seen  that  old  Clark  was  hand  and  glove  with 
Jones  and  Dennis. 

For  aught  that  could  be  said,  the  lost  million  was  hidden 
in  this  very  same  wretched  old  shanty. 

The  detectives,  on  recovering  from  their  surprise,  were 
elated. 

All  that  was  necessary  now  was  for  them  to  get  a  bit  of 
conclusive  evidence. 

This  must  come  in  due  course,  as  they  felt  sure. 

The  three  men  passed  out  of  the  gate  and  strolled  leisurely 
along  toward  the  fence  of  the  Scheutzen  Park. 

It  was  the  Bradys’  opportunity.  They  made  a  detour  and 
reached  an  angle  in  the  fence. 

The  trio  had  paused  here  a  moment  to  talk.  Clark  was 
hatless,  and  it  was -plain  that  he  intended  to  return. 

The  Bradys  crept  along  the  fence  until  every  word  uttered 
came  plainly  to  their  hearing. 

Clark  was  speaking. 

“You  kin  be  sure  the  game  will  be  all  safe  with  me,”  he 
declared.  “Pm  no  spring  chicken  an’  I  know  a  graft  when 

I  see  it.” 


“You’re  a  good  one  for  a  bank  watchman,”  laughed  Den¬ 
nis.  “He  looks  like  an  innocent  duck,  don’t  he,  Jones?” 

“Yes,”  assented  the  cashier. 

“Well,  I’ve  got  sick  of  working  for  small  pay,”  growled 
Clark.  “What’s  the  use  ?  Look  at  them  millionaires.  They 
makes  their  corn  by  grindin’  up  poor  chaps.  They’d  never 
miss  a  little  thing  like  a  million  in  the  big  city  of  New 
York.” 

“That’s  philosophy,  Jeff,”  cried  Dennis.  “It’s  yours  by 
right.  You’re  only  taking  your  own.” 

“Yes,  an’  the  law  calls  it  stealin’.  Who’s  the  law?” 

At  this,  Dennis  laughed  uproariously.  Subsiding  finally, 
he  said : 

“Well,  I’ve  bought  the  sloop  Mary  Magee.  Three  men 
can  sail  her.  We  will  drop  out  of  the  harbor  some  fine  night 
before  long.  Once  on  the  deep,  they  won’t  catch  us.  We’ll 
give  ’em  all  the  chase  they  want.  There’s  a  snug  berth  for 
us  at  Buenos  Ayres.  We  can  be  princes  in  that  land.” 

“Let  us  start  right  off,”  said  Jones,  nervously. 

“I  believe  you’re  a  coward,  Dalton.  We  are  not  ready 
jet.” 

“Before  we  get  away,  we  may  get  nabbed.” 

“Bah!  Don’t  be  a  fool!  We’ve  got  everything  on  our 
side.” 

“You  don’t  know  what  may  be  on  our  track.” 

“Confound  you  for  a  long-faced  lugubrious  lout,”  jeered 
Dennis.  “Whv  not  look  on  the  bright  side?  That  young 
cub  behind  the  bars  now  will  go  up  for  it.” 

“All  right,  gents,”  interposed  Clark.  “It’s  no  time  to 
quarrel.” 

“You’re  right,  Jeff,  and  we  won’t,”  cried  Dennis.  “Come 
on,  Dalton.  We’ll  go  back  to  New  York.  So  long,  Jeff.” 

“Good-by  to  ye,  lads  !” 

The  watchman  turned  and  strode  back  toward  his  house. 

The  two  crooks  proceeded  down  the  hill  to  the  ferry.  A 
boat  was  just  entering  the  dock. 

They  entered  the  boat  and  sat  down.  A  little  later  the 
Bradys  did  the  same  and  sat  near  them. 

Back  to  New  York  went  the  boat. 

It  was  almost  dark  when  the  boat  ran  into  the  Forty- 
second  street  dock.  .  The  Bradys  kept  their  men  in  sight. 

But  now  an  unexpected  difficulty  arose. 

The  two  men  separated. 

They  shook  hands,  and  Dennis  stepped  into  a  cab. 

The  Bradys  heard  him  say : 

“At  the  club  at  nine.” 

“All  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “That  is  cue  enough. 
We’ll  call  off  our  dogs  for  a  while.” 

“Good  !”  said  Harry.  “I  will  readily  agree  to  that,  for  I 
am  tired.” 

“Let  us  go  over  to  Broadway  and  get  some  lunch.” 

“All  right!” 

This  they  proceeded  to  do. 

“With  the  knowledge  that  the  two  villains  were  to  meet 
that  evening  at  the  Virginia  Club,  the  Bradys  felt  safe 
enough  in  dropping  1  he  scent  for  a  time. 

After  a  hearty  meal,  they  went  to  their  lodgings. 
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Here  they  sat  down  and  indulged  in  various  deductions. 
The  case  now  seemed  to  them  exceedingly  plain. 

Thev  'could  see  the  master  hand  of  the  villain  Philo  Den- 
nis  through  all. 

The  bank  watchman  had  fallen  from  grace  as  the  oppor¬ 
tunity  for  a  grand  strike  was  given  him.  He  was  a  man  of 
the  rougher  class. 

Jones  was  plainly  a  weak  victim  of  Dennis’  hypnotic  in¬ 
fluence.  At  heart  Jones  was  not  a  criminal. 

But  he  had  not  the  power  to  resist  the  will  of  Dennis, 
whom  the  Bradys  now  recognized  as  a  species  of  hypnotist. 

“ I  think  we  can  turn  the  tide  against  Dennis  through 
this  half-imbecile  cashier,”  said  Harry. 

“If  we  could  get  him  away  from  Dennis  long  enough,  I 
think  we  could.”  f\ 

“Is  not  the  plan  worth  trying?” 

“1  believe  it  is.” 

“How  long  will  it  take  to  free  him  from  the  hypnotic 
spell?” 

“Usually  a  few  days  will  do  it.  At  present  Jones  is  thor¬ 
oughly  under  his  domination.  We  would  have  to  get  him 
wholly  away  from  Dennis.” 

“A  week  ought  to  do  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“At  present,  though,  Jones  would  not  be  easy  to  handle.” 

“No.”  f 

“It  would  be  necessary  to  decoy  him  and  hold  him  in 
.durance  for  the  necessary  length  of  time.” 

“So  it  would.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  thoughtful  for  a  time. 

Suddenly  he  slapped  his  hand  down  on  his  knee  forcibly. 

“We  will  do  it,”  he  declared.  “I  believe  it  means  com¬ 
plete  success.  Once  we  break  the  hypnotic  spell,  Jones  will 
tell  us  all,  even  to  the  hiding-place  of  the  stolen  million.” 

“All  right!”  cried  Harry.  “Let  us  execute  the  move  at 
once.” 

'“To-night,  if  possible.” 

“Yes,  or  the  first  time  we  find  Jones  alone.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  at  his  watch. 

“It  is  time  to  go  down  to  the  Virginia  Club  now,”  he  de¬ 
clared.  “Let  us  be  going.” 

“All  right.” 

Filled  with  this  new  plan  the  Bradys  sallied  forth. 

They  believed  it  an  easy  matter  to  win  by  thus  inducing 
Jones  to  turn  State’s  evidence. 

Down  town  they  went,  and  soon  turned  into  Twelfth 
street. 

They  entered  the  Virginia  Club. 

Some  patrons  were  present,  engaged  in  playing  billiards 
and  cards.  Others  were  discussing  wines. 

The  Bradys  comfortably  ensconced  themselves  at  a  table 
and  waited. 

They  felt  sure  that  their  birds  would  show  up  in  due  time. 

Ten  o’clock  came,  and  eleven.  The  two  schemers  did  not 
appear. 

Old  King  Brady  looked  puzzled. 


“It’s  very  queer,”  he  said.  “It  is  full  time  for  them  to 

be  here.” 

“Why,  that  is  so.”  j 

“Something  must  have  detained  them.” 

“Wait !  They  may  come  yet.” 

But  midnight  came,  and  with  this  the  closing  of  the  club.  I 
The  detectives  were  forced  to  leave. 

They  were  intensely  disappointed,  and  just  a  bit  dis¬ 
mayed. 

“Why,  I  don’t  understand  it,”  said  flarry.  “We  surely 
heard  the  appointment  made.” 

“So  we  did.”  '  S 

“Well,  the  game  is  up  for  to-night.” 

“Yes.”  *  < 

The  Bradys  went  back  to  their  lodgings  and  turned  in. 
They  believed  it  would  be  easy  to  get  the  scent  the  next  day, 
though. 

So  thev  slept  soundlv. 

V  1 

The  next  morning  they  arose  early  and  partook  of  their 

breakfast.  Then  thev  sallied  forth. 

*/ 

They  did  not  know  where  Dennis  lodged.  But  they  knew 
that -Jones  lived  far  up  on  St.  Nicholas  avenue. 

So  thither  they  went. 

They  decided  to  boldly  apply  at  his  house  for  him. 

But  this  resulted  in  disappointment.  He  was  not  at  home. 

“Humph,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  perplexedly.  “There 
is  something  very  strange  and  mysterious  about  this.” 

“There  was  something  up  last  night.” 

“I  believe  it.”  _  I 

“What  could  it  be?” 

“You  have  me.  I  don’t  know.” 

“I  have  an  idea.” 

“Well?” 

“Let’s  go  down  to  Mr.  Dale’s.” 

“Very  well.” 

The  two  detectives  proceeded  down  town.  In  due  time 
they  turned  into  Fifth  avenue  and  applied  at  Mr.  Dale’s 
door. 

But  just  as  the  Bradys  mounted  the  steps,  a  carriage 
madly  driven,  dashed  up. 

Out  leaped  the  banker  himself,  ghastly  white,  and  with  a 
disheveled  appearance.  The  Bradys  gazed  at  him  in  amaze¬ 
ment. 

“Hello,  what  is  this?”  demanded  the  banker,  as  he  saw 
them.  “Have  you  any  news  of  her?  If  so,  tell  rue  the 
worst.  Don’t  keep  me  in  suspense !” 

“News  of  whom?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“Of  my  daughter.” 


CHAPTER  VIII.  . 

TTTE  ABDUCTION. 

The  Bradys  stood  aghast. 


j  What  s  that?  demanded  Old  King  Brady,  sharply. 
He  consulted  his  watch.  5  “What  has  happened  to  vour  daughter?” 
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“Hod  knows  !”  groaned  the  distraught  man.  “She  is  gone 
—  missing  !  Nobody  knows  whether  she  is  dead  or  alive !” 

I  he  Bradys  were  thunderstruck. 

“You  do  not  know  where  she  is?” 

“No.” 

“When  did  you  see  her  last?” 

“\esterda}\  I  came  home  late  in  the  evening  and  she 
was  gone.  I  found  this,  which  tells  the  whole  story.” 

He  gave  the  Bradys  a  telegraph  blank.  On  it  was  writ¬ 
ten  : 

“To  My  Dear  Daughter:  Do  not  have  fear  in  reading 
this.  But  I  am  in  the  Presbyterian  Hospital  badly  hurt.  I 
send  you  this  and  a  carriage  by  one  of  the  nurses.  Come 
with  him  to  the  hospital.  I  must  see  you,  my  darling. 

“Your  father,  A.  F.  Dale.” 

The  Bradys  gasped  as  they  read  this*, 

“A  trap.” 

“Abducted  !  It  is  a  villainous  game  of  Dennis.” 

Mr.  Dale’s  fingers  clutched  spasmodically,  his  eyes  blazed. 

“Let  me  set  eyes  on  that  fiend  f”  he  gritted.  “I  will  make 
him  rue  the  day  he  was  born  !  I  will  kill  him  !” 

“Easy,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly.  “I  know  how  you 
feel.  But  it  is  better  to  let  the  law  deal  with  him.” 

“But  my  daughter?  What  shall  I  do  to  save  her?” 

“Have  no  fear.  She  shall  be  rescued.  It  is  his  game  to 
take  her  away  and  force  her  to  marry  him.” 

“  The  fiend  !  Where  do  you  think  he  has  taken  her  ?” 

“No  doubt  she  was  drugged  or  made  helpless  when  she  got 
into  that  carriage.  I  think  we  can  tell  you  where  he  intends 
to  take  her.” 

“Where  ?” 

“To  South  America.” 

“How?” 

“'That  is  a  clever  scheme.  He  has  bought  a  small  sloop 
and  fitted  it  up.  It  is  somewhere  in  New  York  harbor  now. 
We  overheard  the  whole  deadly  plot.” 

Mr.  Dale  was  beside  himself. 

“Then  why  were  you  idle?  Why  did  you  allow  him  to 
enact  it  ?” 

“We  had  no  idea  he  would  try  it  last  night.  Again,  we 
lost  track  of  him.  We  have  been  trying  all  day  to  regain  it.” 

“My  soul !”  exclaimed  the  agonized  banker.  “What  am  I 
to  do  ?  I  shall  die  if  harm  comes  to  my  daughter  !  We  must 
find  that  sloop  and  prevent  its  sailing.  Arrest  all  on  board  !” 

“That  we  will  do,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “Have  no 
fear !  They  will  not  get  out  of  New  York  harbor,  unless — ” 

“What?” 

“Unless  thev  have  alreadv  sailed.”  . 

“I  will  charter  a  steamer.  We  will  pursue  them!  Do 
you  think  they  have  gone?” 

“No,”  said  Old  Kinor  Bradv,  with  conviction.  “I  don’t 
believe  they  have.  Your  daughter  mav  be  on  board  this 
sloop.  But  I  don’t  believe  thev  have  sailed  yet.” 

Harry  exchanged  glances  with  his  partner. 

“That  is  right,”  he  said.  “Clark  was  going  with  them, 
and  he  wa-  not  ready.” 

“Just  so.” 


BANK  MYSTERY. 


Come  hi  the  house,”  cried  Mr.  Dale.  “Everything  is 
topsy-turvy.  My  butler,  a  most  faithful  servant,  is  also 
missing.”  . 

The  detectives  gave  a  thrilled  start.  They  looked  at  each 
other. 

“Mr.  Dale,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “was  that  the  fellow 
you  called  Richard  ?” 

“Richard?  Certainly.  His  name  is  Richard  Carl.” 

“That  explains  it  and  many  other  things,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “  I  feel  sure  that  he  was  in  collusion  with  the  villain 
Dennis.  You  can  be  sure  he  has  gone  with  him.” 

Mr.  Dale  drew  a  hand  across  his  brow. 

“It  is  awful !”  he  said.  “I  can’t  really  understand  it  all. 
Richard  also  a  traitor  !  Are  there  no  honest  people  ?” 

“Yes,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  quietly.  “There  are  many 
honest  people.  But  there  are  many  more  who  are  not.  The 
sins  of  the  few  castigate  and  likewise  affiict  the  many,  espe¬ 
cially  the  innocent.” 

“You  are  right  about  that.  But  what  am  I  to  do?” 

“It  is  easy  to  decide,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will 
overhaul  the  sloop.  We  will  scour  New  York  harbor.  No 
stone  shall  be  left  unturned.” 

“Let  us  lose  no  time.” 

“We- will  not.” 

“I  will  go  with  you.” 

“Very  well,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “I  shall  go  down 
to  the  Barge  Office  <md  order  a  tug.  Then  we  will  search 
for  the  sloop  Mary  Magee.” 

“Is  that  her  name.” 

“Yes.” 

A  cab  was  hailed  and  the  three  men  entered  it.  They  were 
driven  in  hot  haste  to  the  Battery. 

The  news  had  reached  the  reporters,  and  already  extras 
were  on  the  street.  The  exciting  report  of  the  mystery  of 
Alice  Dale’s  disappearance  was  carried  from  mouth  to  mouth. 

People  recalled  that  Jack  Dale  was  in  prison  accused  of 
robbing  the  Liberty  Bank. 

The  theories  advanced  were  many  and  the  excitement  in¬ 
tense. 

But  nobody,  aside  from  the  Bradys  knew  upon  whom  to 
fasten  suspicion,  or  were  able  to  guess  the  true  state  of 
affairs. 

Arrived  at  the  Battery  a  tug  was  soon  chartered. 

Then  began  the  exploration  of  the  harbor.  It  was  not  long 
before  traces  of  the  Mary  Maeree  were  discovered. 

She  had  been  seen  by  various  pilots  and  captains  at  differ¬ 
ent  docks  in  the  East  and  North  Rivers. 

But  she  changed  her  berth  so  often  that  it  was  impossible 
to  get  any  real  line  upon  her. 

Dock  after  dock  was  visited  and  vessels  inspected  up  and 
down  the  rivers. 

Finally  one  tug  captain  declared  that  he  had  seen  the  sloop 
making  out  for  the  Narrows. 

Down  that  wav  went  the  pursuers. 

Onlv  the  faintest  clew  could  he  found.  A  captain  of  a 
tug  had  seen  a  sloop  of  her  description  heating  out  to  sea. 

Alon<?  the  Staten  Island  shore  the  quest  was  continued. 

But  in  vain. 
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Finally  it  was  reluctantly  decided  to  abandon  the  quest. 

“There  is  only  one  conclusion  to  be  reached,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “They  have  put  to  sea  to  avoid  capture.  I 
cannot  believe,  though,  that  they  have  left  the  country  for 
good.” 

“My  soul !  What  will  be  the  end?”  groaned  the  agonized 
banker.  “Is  there  no  hope  of  rescue  for  my  daughter?” 

“Don't  give  up  hope,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  cheerily. 
“All  may  come  out  right  yet.  The  darkest  hour  is  sometimes 
just  before  the  dawn.” 

The  Bradys  had  decided  upon  a  heroic  plan  of  action. 

They  ordered  the  captain  of  the  tug  to  keep  on  up  the 
river  to  Weehawken.  It  was  now  after  dark. 

“We  will  visit  Mr.  Clark,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Per¬ 
haps  we  may  find  out  something  of  importance  there.” 

Mr.  Dale’s  face  darkened. 

“Clark!”  he  exclaimed.  “I  believe  he  is  a  traitor  as 
well !” 

“You  may  be  quite  sure  of  that,”  declared  the  old  de¬ 
tective. 

“Do  you  think  he  was  implicated  in  the  bank  robbery?” 

“We  know  it.” 

Mr.  Dale  gave  a  great  start. 

“It  is  all  plain  to  me  now,”  he  said.  “It  is  all  a  huge 
conspiracy  to  ruin  me  !” 

“It  certainly  looks  like  it,”  declared  Old  King  Brady. 
“But  we  will  get  a  twist  on  the  rascals  yet.” 

The  tug  made  the  ferry  dock  at  Weehawken  and  the  de¬ 
tectives  and  Mr.  Dale  went  ashore. 

It  did  not  take  them  long  to  climb  the  hill  to  Clark’s  abode. 

There  was  a  light  in  the  window. 

The  plan  of  action  had  been  arranged  beforehand.  Mr. 
Dale  walked  up  and  rapped  at  the  door. 

It  was  opened  and  Clark  appeared  on  the  threshold.  He 
gave  a  violent  start. 

“The  divil !”  he  ejaculated.  “It’s  the  boss  himself  !” 

Mr.  Dale  pushed  past  him  and  entered  the  dingy  room.  A 
slatternly  woman  stood  arms  akimbo  by  a  stove. 

But  at  a  table  sat  the  object  of  Dale’s  sudden  action. 

It  was  Philo  Dennis. 

Forgotten  were  the  shrewd  words  of  discretion  which  the 
Bradys  had  told  him  to  use. 

He  was  conscious  only  of  the  fact  that  the  villain  who  was 
responsible  for  his  daughter’s  disappearance  was  before  him. 

With  white,  stern  face  and  clenched  fists  he  strode  up  to 
Dennis,  who  now  partly  arose. 

“You  arch  scoundrel!”  gritted  the  banker.  “What  have 
you  done  with  her?  Tell  me  where  my  daughter  is  or  I’ll 
kill  you  on  this  spot !” 

Mr.  Dale  was  a  man  of  fine  physique.  He  towered  above 
the  cringing  villain  like  a  Nemesis. 

For  a  moment  Dennis  was  disconcerted.  But  his  hardi¬ 
hood  quickly  came  back. 

He  glared  boldly  at  the  banker  and  made  reply: 

“What’s  the  matter,  old  cove?  A  little  wrong  in  your 
head  ?” 

“  No  prevarication  !”  gritted  Dale.  “Out  with  the  truth  ! 
Where  is  she?” 


“How  do  I  know  ?” 

“Ah,  but  you  do  know  !” 

“That  is  a  lie !” 

Crash  !  The  villain  went  down  like  a  log  before  the  bank¬ 
er’s  fist.  He  sprung  up  with  distorted  face  and  a  long  knife 
in  his  hand. 

He  would  have  rushed  at  the  banker  with  this,  and  the 
result  might  have  been  serious. 

But  at  that  moment  the  Bradys  rushed  past  Clark  and 
hurled  themselves  upon  Dennis. 

He  was  disarmed. 

Clark  had  stood  like  one  stupefied.  Now,  however,  with 
an  oath  he  reached  for  a  revolver  on  a  shelf. 

But  Harry  saw  the  move. 

He  covered  the  wretch  with  his  own  pistol  and  cried : 

“You’re  a  dead  man  if  you  try  that !” 

“Who  are  ye  an’  what  do  ye  want  here?”  demanded  Clark. 
“This  is  my  house,  an’  I’ll  have  the  law  on  ye !” 

“I  know  this  scoundrel  has  abducted  my  daughter  !”  cried 
Dale. 

“How  do  ye  know  it?”  leered  Clark,  in  an  ugly  way. 
“Whar’s  your  proof?” 

“Yes!”  hissed  Dennis.  “Where  is  your  evidence?  You 
have  assaulted  me  and  I  demand  your  arrest !” 

“Be  calm,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  in  a  voice  of  steel.  “We 
are  officers  of  the  law.  If  any  of  you  know  anything  of  the 
whereabouts  of  Miss  Dale  it  is  your  duty  to  speak.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

AN  IMPORTANT  CAPTURE. 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence.  Clark  looked  at  Dennis. 

“Well,  we  don’t,”  said  the  latter,  in  a  surly  tone.  “What 
right  have  you  to -think  we  do?” 

“  A  certain  threat  which  you  uttered  in  my  daughter’s 
presence  convinces  me  that  you  do,”  said  Mr.  Dale. 

“Is  that  all  the  proof  you  have?”  said  Dennis,  contemptu¬ 
ously. 

“It  is  useless  for  you  to  try  any  bluff  game,”  said  the 
banker,  angrily.  “I  know  all  about  your  villanv.  Philo  Den- 
nis.  You  have  hypnotized  Dalton  Jones  and  made  -a  tool  of 
him  to  carry  out  your  ends.  You  are  the  real  robber  of  the 
Liberty  Bank  !  Not  content  with  that  piece  of  rascalitv.  vou 
have  abducted  my  daughter.  Do  not  think  you  will  escape 
punishment.  I  demand  that  you  tell  me  where  my  daugh¬ 
ter  is?” 

Dennis  listened  to  this  bitter  denunciation  with  curling 
lip. 

He  replied  disdainfully : 

\  ou  re  a  fool !  \  on  have  no  evidence  to  prove  your 

statements.” 

The  detectives  were  in  a  quandary. 

They  knew  that  the  precipitate  action  of  the  banker  was 
a  most  unwise  and  unfortunate  thing. 

What  should  they  do? 
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Mr.  Dale  turned  to  them  with  white,  set  face. 

“1  want  this  villain  held  for  trial !”  he  declared.  “I  shall 
tind  evidence  to  convict  him  !” 

Old  King  Brady  shook  his  head. 

“I  fear  that  is  impossible,”  he  said,  under  his  breath. 

“But  it  must  be  done  !  If  we  let  him  escape  now  we  shall 
never  be  able  to  get  on  his  track  again.” 

A  sudden  thought  came  to  Harry. 

He  said  in  an  undertone  to  Old  King  Brady : 

“Perhaps  it  is  our  best  plan  to  hold  him.  The  Mary 
Magee  cannot  have  sailed.” 

Old  King  Brady  saw  the  idea. 

“Good!”  he  agreed.  “We  will  arrest  him  on  Mr.  Dale’s 
charge.” 

Old  King  Brady  stepped  forward. 

He  held  a  pair  of  handcuffs  in  his  hands. 

Harry  moved  around  behind  the  villain.  But  Dennis 
turned  his  head  and  watched  him. 

“What  are  you  going  to  do?”  he  asked,  sharply. 

“Arrest  you.” 

“  On  what  charge  ?” 

“It  has  just  been  made  by  Mr.  Dale.  You  heard  it.” 

“The  bank  robbery?” 

“Yes,  and  abduction  of  Alice  Dale.” 

“You  have  no  warrant.” 

“That  is  not  necessary.  We  are  officers  of  the  law.  Make 
no  resistance.” 

“  Why,  you  fools,  you  have  no  case  against  me.  The  court 
would  simply  discharge  me.” 

“No  temporizing,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  are 
under  arrest.  Put  on  these  bracelets.” 

Just  at  that  moment  Clark  rose  from  his  chair,  and  with 
a  wave  of  his  arm  dashed  the  lamp  from  the  table. 

The  room  was  instantly  plunged  in  darkness. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  leaped  forward  to  grapple 
with  the  slippery  villain  before  them. 

But  some  flying  object  struck  Old  King  Brady  full  on  the 
head,  and  he  went  down  half  senseless. 

At  the  same  moment  Harry  was  tripped  and  fell. 

There  wTas  a  rush  and  a  scramble  and  a  mocking  series  of 
oaths. 

The  woman  rushed  from  her  corner  and  blocked  Mr.  Dale. 

When  the  two  detectives  regained  their  feet  and  rushed 
into  the  outer  air  in  pursuit  a  mocking  laugh  came  back  to 
them. 

But  that  was  all. 

They  were  utterly  unable  to  find  even  the  slightest  trace 
of  the  villains. 

They  made  good  their  escape  in  the  darkness. 

Mr.  Dale  now  came  up  excitedly  to  join  in  the  quest. 
Down  over  the  Palisades  went  the  quest. 

The  Bradys  carried  the  pursuit  to  the  ferry,  but  not  a 
trace  of  the  villains  could  be  found. 

However,  a  clew'  was  gained  some  time  later. 

A  watchman  in  the  signal  tower  of  the  railroad  stated  that 
he  had  seen  two  men  rush  down  across  the  track  and  leap 
into  a  rowboat  and  pull  away  into  the  darkness  on  the  river. 

The  Bradys  were  disconcerted. 


“Too  bad !”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “The  game  is  up.” 

“Well,  it  is  easy  to  see  how  matters  stand.  They  have  no 
doubt  pulled  away  to  board  the  Mary  Magee.” 

“Do  you  think  it  likely?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  she  must  be  in  the  river  here  somewhere.” 

“Perhaps  out  there  now  in  the  fog.” 

Mr.  Dale  gave  a  deep  groan. 

“Then  let  us  try  and  find  her!”  he  cried.  “Is  there  no 
craft  about  here  we  could  charter  ?” 

“I  fear  not,  unless  possibly  we  can  secure  a  rowboat.” 

Inquiry  of  the  watchman  revealed  the  fact  that  this  was 
possible. 

He  had  a  rowboat  which  he  was  quite  willing  to  loan  the 
detectives. 

They  leaped  into  it  and  rowed  out  into  the  darkness. 

Of  course  it  could  be  nothing  more  than  a  random  quest. 

Into  the  fog  they  plunged  and  for  an  hour  rowed  aimless¬ 
ly  about  at  great  risk  of  life. 

Twice  they  narrowly  escaped  being  run  dowm  by  the  ferry¬ 
boat.  A  tug  almost  bore  dowm  on  them  in  the  gloom. 

And'  finally  they  were  obliged  to  abandon  the  quest  and 
row  back  to  Weehawken. 

Here  they  left  the  boat  and  now  started  for  the  ferry. 

A  short  while  later  they  were  again  in  New  York.  The 
result  of  their  expedition  had  been  quite  disastrous. 

Dennis  now  knew  that  the  mask  was  off. 

The  villains  must  now  keep  dark;  but  this  wras  a  disad¬ 
vantage  to  the  Bradys,  for  it  put  them  on  their  guard. 

“Hard  luck,”  said  Harry. 

“It  is  my  fault,”  declared  Mr.  Dale.  “I  can  see  it  now. 
I  was  indiscreet  in  accusing  Dennis.” 

“Never  mind,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  confidently.  “We 
will  yet  pull  out  game.  They  will  not  put  to  sea  yet,  for  they 
must  wait  for  Jones.” 

“Ah!”  cried  Mr.  Dale.  “There  you  are!  We  must  get 
hold  of  Jones.-  If  we  can  get  him  away  from  the  hypnotic 
power  of  Dennis  wre  can  bring  him  around  to  a  confession.” 

“I  believe  it.” 

“Where  can  we  find  him  ?” 

“Perhaps  at  his  home  in  Harlem.” 

“No,  it  is  likely  he  will ’be  at  the  Virginia,  Club,”  cried 
Harry.  “That’s  the  rendezvous  of  these  crooks.  Let  us  go 
dowm  there  at  once.” 

Old  King  Brady  looked  at  his  watch. 

“It  it  ten  o’clock,”  he  said.  “If  Jones  is  to  meet  Dennis 
there  we  will  do  w7ell  to  get  there  before  the  latter  does.” 

No  time  wras  to  be  lost. 

Hurriedly  the  three  men  leaped  into  a  cab.  They  were 
driven  away  rapidly  for  Twelfth  street. 

In  due  time  they  drew  up  at  the  door  of  the  club. 

Mr.  Dale  had  no  card  of  admittance;  so  he  waited  outside 
in  the  cab.  The  Bradys  entered  the  club. 

Almost  the  moment  they  entered  they  saw  the  object  of 
their  quest. 

Jones  sat  in  a  chair  near  one’ of  the  windows. 

His  appearance  was  somewhat  dejected  and  he  looked  up 
moodily  as  the  detectives  appeared. 
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Old  King  Brad)  walked  right  up  to  him. 
“Iloilo,  Jones!”  lie  said  in  an  off-hand  way. 
for  somebody  ?” 


“Waiting 


The  cashier  stiffened  and  looked  at  the  detective  coldly. 

“  You  have  the  advantage  of  me,”  he  said.  “1  do  not  know 
you.” 

“  Oh,  you  don’t  ?  Well,  you’re  a  man  of  sense.” 

Old  King  Brady  showed  his  star.  Jones  turned  ghastly 
white. 


“Easy,”  said  the  old  detective,  in  a  low  voice.  “You  need 
make  no  scene.  Nobody  here  need  know  what  is  happening. 
Of  course  you  understand  that  we  want  you  ?” 

“You  arrest  me?”  gasped  Jones. 

“  Yes.” 

“On  wdiat  charge?” 

“Well,  complicity  in  the  robbery  of  the  Liberty  Bank.” 

A  line  of  white  foam  appeared  on  the  cashier’s  lips. 

“It  is  false!”  he  declared.  “You  can’t  arrest  me  for 
that.” 


“Easy,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  do  not  want  to 
make  a  scene?” 

.  “No.” 

“Then  come  quietly  with  us.” 

“But — I  will  give  bonds.  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  do  not 
take  me  to  the  Tombs !” 

“Oh,  no,”  said  the  old  detective,  quietly.  “We  will  take 
you  to  Mr.  Dale’s  house.” 

An  expression  of  relief  showed  on  the  cashier’s  face. 

“I  will  go  with  you,”  he  said. 

“One  moment.” 

“Well?” 

“Are  you  waiting  for  anybody?  Is  Philo  Dennis' to  meet 

vcuhere?” 

%/ 

Jones  gave  a  start. 

“No,  no  !”  he  declared. 

“Wait!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Stop  and  think  a  mo¬ 
ment  before  you  deny  that.  We  have  certain  knowledge  that 
you  are  to  meet  Dennis  here  to-night.” 

A  dazed  light  shone  in  the  cashier’s  eves. 

“How  do  you  know  it?”  lie  asked,  weakly. 

“What  time  is  he  to  be  here?”  asked  Old  King  Brady, 
sternly. 

“He — lie  ought  to  have  been  her£  an  hour  ago.” 

“He  is  late?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  are  sure  he  will  come?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  we  will  wait  for  him,”  said  the  old  detective.  “We 
are  very  anxious  to  see  him.” 

Terrible  agony  of  spirit  showed  in  the  cashier’s  face.  The 
cold  drops  of  perspiration  stood  out  on  his  brow. 

The  detectives  and  the  cashier  remained  seated  at  the 
table.  Wine  was  brought  to  them  and  they  pretended  to 
discuss  it. 

Time  passed  slowly. 

Eleven  o'clock  passed  and  the  hour  drew  near  for  closing 
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the  club. 


I  t  was  plain  that  Dennis  was  not  going  to  show  up.  Thw  j 
was  only  greater  evidence  of  the  fox  in  his  nature. 

“He  is  too  shrewd,”  said  Harry.  “He  will  not  come 

here.” 

“  Then,  lot  him  go,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  arising.  “We 
will  not  wait  longer.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

THE  CONFESSION. 


The  Bradys,  with  the  cashier  between  them,  passed  out 
upon  the  street. 

Mr.  Dale  yet  sat  in  the  cab. 

At  sight  of  him  Jones  gave  a  start.  However,  all  got  into 
the  cab,  which  was  a  vehicle  of  the  four-wheeled  kind. 

They  drove  away  rapidly. 

Orders  were  given  to  the  driver  to  proceed  to  Mr.  Dale’s 
Fifth  avenue  residence.  In  due  time  it  was  reached. 

The  house  was  entered.  Jones  made  no  objection. 

He  acted  much  like  one  in  a  trance.  He  walked  into  the 
library  and  sank  wearily  into  a  chair. 

The  detectives  and  Mr.  Dale  closed  the  doors. 

Then  Mr.  Dale  placed  a  flagon  of  wine  on  the  .table.  Jones 
drank  a  glass  of  it  feverishly. 

He  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow<  and  acted  like  one 
trying  to  cast  off  a  strange  spell. 

The  detectives  watched  him  closelv. 

“Fie  will  break  it  soon,  ”said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  must 
keep  him  out  of  reach  of  the  hypnotist.” 

For  some  while  there  was  silence  in  the  room.  It  was  now 
past  midnight. 

Jones  looked  vacantly  at  the  detectives  and  said: 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  me?” 

“We  do  not  intend  to  harm  you,”  said  Old  King  Brady, 
in  low,  even  tones.  “Yon  have  long  suffered,  Jones.  But 
relief  is  at  hand.” 

A  spasm  contorted  his  face. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  dreamily.  “There  is  a  terrible  clutch  on 
my  brain.  Sometimes  the  monster  crushes  my  reason  out.” 

“I  know — I  know,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Look  me 
in  the  eyes,  Jones.  There — steady  now.  I  am  your  friend. 
I  mean  to  break  the  hold  of  the  devil  on  vou.” 

Jones  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

lie  looked  into  Old  King  Brady’s  eyes  in  a  half  somnolent 
way.  The  old  detective  placed  a  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

Now,  I  m  a  good  fellow,  am  T  not  ?”  he  said,  in  modulat¬ 
ed  tones.  “Lot  me  bring  vou  hack  to  earth.  You  have  been 
under  the  spell  of  that  devil  of  hypnotists,  Philo  Dennis. 
Am  T  not  right  ?” 

“Yes,  T  know.  I  am  very  tired.  T  wish  lie  would  let  up 
on  me.” 


“Just  exert  your  will  now.  Throw  the  spell  off.  1  will 
help  vou.” 

SI  owl  v  Jones  rose  in  his  chair.  He  kept  his  eyes  fastened 
on  the  old  detective. 
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"Tee,  yes,"  he  murmured.  “I  am  coming  out  from  under 
the  cloud.  It  is  all  right.  T  shall  be  myself  again.  Oh,-  for 
the  love  of  Heaven,  do  not  send  me  to  prison  !  I  am  not  to 
blame.  He  held  me  in  his  power  and  told  me  to  do  it.” 

“Tell  the  whole  story,  Jones.  Let  us  have  the  truth.  You 
are  naturally  honest.  You  have  been  a  victim  of  villainy.” 

‘*0h,  he  will  kill  me !” 

“No,  he  won't.  \Ve  shall  protect  you.  Tell  us  all  about 
the  stealing  of  the  million.  Who  stole  it?” 

A  great,  shuddering  cry  pealed  from  the  wretched  man’s 

lips. 

"Oh,  I  did!”  he  cried.  “I  am  guilty.  I  am  the  one  to 
blame.  God  forgive  me  !  Oh/ do  not  put  me  in  prison.  He 
made  me  do  it.  He  has  some  awful  power  over  me !” 

"Softly,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  "Do  not  grow  excited — 
do  not  fear.  All  will  come  out  right  yet.  How  did  you 
steal  the  million?” 

Like  one  in  a  dream  and  mechanically  the  wretched 
cashier  said : 

"I  followed  his  commands.  I  was  assisted  by  Clark.  I 
went  into  the  bank  at  night  and  opened  the  vault.  Then  I 
took  the  money  and  the  bonds.  That  is  all.” 

"  Once  more.  Where  is  the  stolen  million  now  ?” 

J ones  passed  a  hand  across  his  brow. 

"Some  of  it  is  buried  in  the  cellar  of  Clark’s  house  at 
Weehawken.  Dennis  has  the  rest  of  it  in  an  iron-bound  box. 
I  think  it  is  on  board  the  Mary  Magee.” 

"Where  is  the  Mary  Magee?” 

"  She  is  anchored  in  the  Hudson  under  the  Palisades  above 
Xew  York.  She  is  to  wait  there  until  all  is  ready  to  sail  for 
Buenos  Ayres.” 

"x4nd  you  are  to  go  with  them  ?” 

"Oh,  no — no  !  Xot  now  !  They  will  kill  me  !” 

"No.  Fear  not !  You  shall  not  go.  It  is  all  right.  Tell 
us,  is  Alice  Dale  a  prisoner  aboard  the  Mary  Magee  ?” 

*"Yes.” 

Wearily  the  spell-bound  man  sank  down  upon  the  cushions 
of  a  sofa.  The  old  detective  plied  him  no  further  with  ques¬ 
tions. 

He  turned  triumphantly  to  Mr.  Dale. 

"We  have  the  evidence  to  clear  your  son,”  he  said.  ^  "This 
man  will  testify  to  all  in  court.  The  case  is  growing  clearer.” 

Mr.  Dale  was  overjoyed. 

"Now,  if  Alice  can  be  wrested  from  their  clutches,”  he 
said. 

"We  will  do  our  best,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

"Let  us  get  a  posse  of  officers  and  start  at  once  for  the 
anchoring  place  of  the  Mary  Magee.” 

"One  moment,”  said  Harry. 

"Well?” 

"I  would  suggest  that  we  go  first  to  the  Weehawken  house 

and  recover  the  lost  million.” 

"You  are  right,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  "It  is  on 
our  way.  If  we  get  that  we  may  be  sure  of  keeping  the  vil- 
laim  in  the  country  for  a  while,  for  they  will  not  want  to 
leave  without  it.” 

"T/nle-s  they  have  done  so  already.” 

"I  hardly  think  so.” 


.  "I  can  see  the  point,”  cried  Mr.  Dale.  "It  is  well  taken 
Let  us  go  at  once.” 

Old  King  Brady  bent  down  over  Jones.  He  was  asleep. 

"Let  him  sleep,”  said  the  old  detective.  "He  will  awake 
a  new  man.” 

"But  he  must  be  guarded,”  said  Mr.  Dale. 

"Yes,  that  is  true.” 

"Perhaps  we  had  better  take  him  to  the  Tombs.” 

"No !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  "That  is  hardly  fair.  He 
has  a  horror  of  prison.  I  agreed  not  to  send  him  there.” 

"We  will  adjust  that,”  said  Mr.  Dale.  "I  have  a  trusty 
valet  who  will  look  out  for  him.” 

He  touched  a  bell. 

A  maid  servant  answered  it. 

"Send  Alphonse  here,”  said  Mr.  Dale. 

In  a  few  moments  a  short,  square-shouldered  little 
Frenchman  appeared  in  the  room. 

Mr.  Dale  explained  to  Alphonse  his  duties,  and  warned 
him  against  losing  sight  of  the  cashier  for  a  moment. 

The  little  Frenchman  squared  his  shoulders  and  said : 

"Ah,  mo’sieur,  you  shall  find  him  when  you  return.  Al¬ 
phonse  is  strong.  He  shall  not  go  away.” 

This  settled  it. 

The  detectives  with  Mr.  Dale  now  set  out  in  hot  haste  for 
the  Weehawken  Ferry  again. 

They  knew  the  importance  of  securing  the  hidden  treasure 
before  Dennis  could  return  for  it. 

And  that  he  would  do  so  at  once  there  was  no  doubt. 

Indeed  his  failure  to  keep  his  appointment  at  the  Virginia 
Club  suggested  the  possibility  of  such  a  thing. 

So  no  time  was  lost. 

The  ferry  was  just  starting  its  first  morning  boat  as  they 
reached  the  dock. 

The  light  of  day  had  begun  to  appear  in  the  east. 

Mr.  Dale  was  exceedingly  nervous. 

He  paced  the  deck  excitedly. 

"Do  you  attach  no  significance  to  his  failure  to  keep  that 
appointment  last  night  ?”  he  asked. 

"Well,  perhaps  some,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  "Yet 
there  are  plenty  of  logical  explanations.” 

"For  instance,  what?” 

"He  may  have  deemed  it  risky  to  venture  into  the  city 
after  his  experience  with  us.” 

Mr.  Dale  nodded. 

"That  is  so,”  he  agreed.  "But  I  have  a  terrible  fear  that 
he  has  taken  the  alarm  and  left  the  country.” 

"And  leave  Jones  behind  him?” 

"He  regards  Jones  as  morel v  a  weak  tool.” 

O  v 

"That  is  true.  But  I  hardly  think  he  lias  gone  as  yet,” 
said  Harry. 

“At  least  we  will  cling  to  hope,”  declared  Old  King 
Brady. 

"Oh,  yes.  Without  that  the  heart  would  break.” 

When  the  ferryboat  entered  the  slip  the  detectives  leaped 
ashore. 

The  trio  at  once  set  out  in  hot  haste  for  the  rude  dwelling 
of  Jeff  Clark. 

They  soon  came  in  sight  of  it. 
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It  looked  very  much  the  same  as  it  had  the  day  before. 

The  same  slatternly  woman,  who  was  no  doubt  Clark’s 
wife,  was  engaged  in  hanging  out  washing. 

The  Bradys  walked  boldly  up  to  the  gate. 

She  turned  and  saw  them.  For  a  moment  a  gleam  of  in¬ 
telligence  showed  in  her  dull  eyes. 

Then  the  stolidity  of  her  manner  returned  and  she  looked 
at  them  in  an  unconcerned  way. 

“Hello,  old  lady!”  said  Mr.  Dale,  in  a  brisk  way.  “Is 
Mr.  Clark  here?” 

The  woman  stared  at  the  banker  a  moment  before  an¬ 
swering. 

Then  she  said : 

“Faith,  no  !  He  don’t  live  here  any  more.” 

“You  don’t  say.  Has  he  changed  his  lodging  place?” 

“Yez  are  right,  he  has!” 

“Where  has  he  gone?” 

“Shure  an’  I  cudn’t  tell  yez!  1  don’t  moind  his  busi¬ 
ness.” 

“Are  you  his  wife?” 

She  sputtered  and  rubbed  her  palms  a  moment. 

“Who  iver  towld  yez  that?”  she  demanded.  “Do  yez 
think  I'd  marry  sich  a  gorilla- as  that?” 

“Go  easy,  Mrs.  Clark,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  with  a 
smile.  “You  are  talking  about  your  husband.” 

“  Yez  are  a  loiar  !  He’s  no  husband  of  mine  at  all,  at  all.” 

“Can  you  take  your  oath  to  that?” 

“Shure  an’ I  can.  He’s  an  omadhaun,  that’s  phwat.  I’ll 
niver  kape  him  undher  my  roof  again.” 

“Well,  said,  Mrs.  Clark,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Now, 
will  you  do  me  a  favor?” 

“Phwat  do  yez  want?” 

“I  want  to  take  away  some  things  which  he  left  behind.” 

The  woman’s  astute  features  changed,  but  she  replied, 
coolly : 

“He  niver  left  anything.” 

“Oh,  yes,  he  did  !” 

“Ph wat’s  that?” 

“Well,  you  know  well  enough,  and  you  know  where  they 
are.  We  want  the  money  and  bonds  stolen  from  the  Liberty 
Bank.  They  are  in  this  house.” 

The  woman’s  face  turned  livid. 

She  dropped  her  handful  of  clothes-pins.  Placing  her 
arms  akimbo,  she  looked  at  the  detectives  in  a  half-fright¬ 
ened  way. 

“Shure,  I  know  nothing  about  it.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

A  GTJEAT  FIND. 

Old  King  Brady  snapped  his  fingers. 

“Ob,  yes.  You  know  all  about  it.”  he  said.  “Tell  us 
where  they  are  hidden,  like  a  good  woman.” 

Mrs.  Clark  dropped  a  curtsey. 

“Shure  an’  1  would  if  1  knew,”  she  declared. 


“You  do  know!” 

“I  do  not !” 

“  But  you  know  that  they  were  brought  here  ?” 

“I  do  not  know  that.  I  niver  know  a  thing  about  their 

bizness.” 

She  was  resolute  in  her  purpose,  and  the  Bradys  saw  this. 
Wisely  they  did  not  try  to  force  her  to  tell. 

“All  right,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Keep  it  to  yourself. 
But  we  shall  find  it  out,  I  can  tell  you.” 

“Yez  will?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  yez  will  find  out  more  than  I  iver  knew.” 

“Let  it  go  at  that.  We  are  going  to  search  your  house !” 

Her  eyes  blazed. 

She  picked  up  a  club. 

“Phwat’s  that?”  she  demanded.  “Yez  are  after  tellin' 
me  such  a  thing  as  that !  Av  yez  step  a  foot  in  my  house,  I’ll 
knock  yez  into  a  pancake.  That  I  will.” 

She  brandished  the  cudgel  and  stood  in  their  path. 

“Come,  my  good  woman,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  impa¬ 
tiently.  “No  doubt  this  may  be  interesting  to  you.  But  it 
is  not  to  us.  We  must  come  in  and  search  your  house.” 

“An’  I’m  tellin’  yez  that  yez  can’t!  Do  yez  hear?  I’ll 
have  the  law  on  yez  for  a  gang  of  robbers.” 

Old  King  Brady  showed  his  star.  Then  he  said,  firmly : 

“It  is  no  use,  Mrs.  Clark.  If  you  obstruct  us,  we  shall 
certainly  arrest  you.  We  are  officers  of  the  law.” 

The  woman’s  face  now  grew  ashen-hued.  She  trembled 
violently. 

“Shure  an’  its  no  use  to  break  into  my  little  home,”  she 
pleaded.  “There’s  divil  a  thing  there  yez  want.  I’ll  give 
yez  me  word  of  honor.” 

But  the  Bradys  were  not  to  be  easily  bluffed. 

They  knew  well  enough  that  the  woman  was  strongly 
averse  to  their  search  of  her  house. 

It  was  proof  positive  to  them  that  the  stolen  bank  prop¬ 
erty  was  concealed  in  the  place. 

So  they,  of  course,  had  no  idea  of  abandoning  their  first 
purpose. 

“Keep  your  eye  on  her,  Harry,”  whispered  Old  King 
Brady*.  “Mr.  Dale  and  I  will  make  the  quest.” 

They  started  to  push  by  the  woman,  but  she  flew  at  them 
like  a  wildcat. 

Old  King  Brady  caught  the  full  force  of  the  attack. 

For  a  moment  he  had  his  hands  full.  Then  he  grasped 
her  by  the  wrists  and  forced  her  to  cry  out  with  pain. 

“Put  the  bracelets  on  her,  Harry,”  he  cried.  “We  will 
trv  that  treatment  for  a  while.” 

« j 

The  woman  cursed  and  swore  like  a  man.  She  strove  to 
break  away. 

“Yez  murtherin’  omadhauns,”  she  yelled.  “Yez  have  no 
right  to  enter  a  decent  woman’s  house.  I’ll  have  the  law  on 
ye,  ivery  man  av  ye.” 

“No  you  won’t,”  said  Harry,  coolly,  as  he  put  on  the 
handcuffs.  “You  are  not  in  a  position  to  cnrrv  out  that 
threat.  Tt  will  be  well  for  you  to  keep  quiet.” 

She  cursed  and  kicked  and  screamed  violently.  But 
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Harry  held  her,  and  Old  King  Brady  and  Mr.  Dale  entered 
the  house. 

They  quickly  made  an  examination  of  the  house's  interior. 

They  found  nothing  which  looked  -like  stolen  property. 

But  after  a  while  Harry  said: 

“Why  don't  you  try  the  cellar?  There  is  the  likely  place 
for  the  stuff.” 

“You're  right,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  go 
there.” 

A  narrow  door  beside  the  chimney  was  found.  Old  King 
Brady  opened  it  and  saw  steps  going  downward. 

“That's  enough !”  he  cried.  “We  have  got  a  new  scent.” 

Both  went  below  stairs.  Harry  remained  to  guard  the 
prisoner. 

The  detectives  were  positive  that  this  was  the  real  hiding- 
place  of  the  stolen  million. 

But  just  where  it  was  hidden  and  how  to  find  it  was  a 
question. 

The  cellar  in  Clark’s  house  was  a  most  peculiar  place.  It 
was  cut  up  into  numerous  rooms  with  board  partitions. 

But  the  detectives  cared  nothing  about  this. 

Thev  were  anxious  to  find  the  lost  fortune.  Indeed,  it 
seemed  as  if  they  ought  to  succeed. 

They  carefully  examined  every  niche  and  corner  of  the 
cellar.  For  a  time  it  seemed  as  if  they  were  destined  to  dis¬ 
appointment. 

But  suddenly  Old  King  Brady  gave  an  exclamation. 

“Here  we  are,”  he  cried.  “I've  found  it.  Hurrah !” 

Mr.  Dale  was  startled. 

“You  have?”  he  whispered.  “Are  you  sure  of  that, 
Brady  ?” 

“As  sure  as  that  the  sun  will  rise  to-morrow  morning.” 

Mr.  Dale  now  came  over  to  the  spot  where  Old  King 
Brady  was.  He  saw  the  old  detective  examining  a  small 
mound  of  earth  in  one  corner  of  the  cellar. 

Old  King  Brady  had  hastily  begun  to  dig. 

It  was  a  clever  place  for  the  burial  of  a  treasure.  The 
cellar  was  dry  and  air}g  but  the  formation  of  the  soil  was 
such  that  traces  of  a  disturbance  of  the  surface  were  not 
easy  to  find. 

However,  the  old  detective  had  found  sufficient  evidence  to 
warrant  him  in  digging.  It  had  been  his  belief  from  the 
first  that  the  stolen  property  was  buried  somewhere. 

So  he  began  to  dig  lustily  with  the  old  spade  he  had  found 
in  one  corner  of  the  cellar. 

He  turned  up  the  earth  rapidly. 

And  it  was  loose  and  free,  showing  that  it  had  been  lately 
handled. 

“We  will  find  it,”  he  said,  confidently. 

Just  then  piercing  screams  were  heard  above  them. 

Then  followed  the  sounds  of  a  scuffle.  Old  King  Brady 
and  Mr.  Dale  sprang  up  the  stairs. 

Meg  Clark  had  grown  desperate  over  the  situation  and 
was  trving  to  escape  from  Harry. 

But  the  young  detective  bad  wb inpod  out  another  pair  of 
braeoloO,  and  now  secured  her  to  the  doorpost. 

“The  re!”  he  cried.  “Scream  and  kick  to  your  heart’s 


content.  I’ve  had  enough  of  you.  I’d  rather  handle  a  hun¬ 
dred  wildcats.” 

Mr.  Dale  laughed  heartily. 

“I  don't  blame  you,”  he  said.  “Let  her  stay  there.  Come 
down  with  us.” 

“Have  you 'found  a  trace?” 

“Oh,  yes!”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  believe  I  have 
found  the  hiding-place  of  the  spoils.” 

He  picked  up  the.  spade  and  thrust  it  into  the  earth.  There 
was  a  sudden  metallic  ring. 

“There  you  are!”  he  cried,  triumphantly.  “It  is  the 
pirates’  treasure.” 

“Captain  Kidd’s  gold,”  laughed  Harry. 

“Yes.” 

Mr.  Dale  hung  over  the  excavation  with  breathless  in¬ 
terest. 

In  a  few  moments  Old  King  Brady  reached  down  and 
tugged  at  something  in  the  sand.  He  tugged  and  panted, 
and  then  up  came  a  long  box,  covered  with  sheet-iron. 

It  was  lifted  out  of  the  excavation.  Everybody  was  ago g 
with  interest.  The  old  detective  saw  that  it  was  locked. 

But  he  put  the  point  of  his  spade  under  the  lid  and  lifted. 

There  was  a  snap  and  a  yielding.  The  lid  of  the  box 
flew  up. 

The  detectives  were  aghast  at  the  spectacle  revealed. 

The  box  held  many  documents  no  doubt  of  the  greatest 
value  to  the  bank.  There  were  packages  of  Government 
bonds.  Also,  there  were  rolls  of  greenbacks. 

It  was  the  loot  of  the  thieves. 

They  had  taken  everything  in  the  vault.  Here  was  the 
stolen  million. 

Mr.  Dale  began  briskly  to  assort  the  stolen  securities. 

They  had  taken  the  precaution  to  bring  a  leather  bag  with 
them.  Into  this  the  papers  and  bonds  were  placed. 

The  heavy  rolls  of  greenbacks  were  placed  in  a  meal  bag 
which  was  found  in  the  cellar. 

“The  Liberty  Bank  may  once  more  open  its  doors,”  cried 
Mr.  Dale,  with  delight.  “Ah,  this  is  a  great  stroke  of  for¬ 
tune  !” 

“Do  vou  think  all  the  stolen  treasure  is  there?”  asked  Old 
King  Brady. 

“Probably  not.  But  there  is  enough  here  to  enable  the 
bank  to  get  on  its  feet  once  more.” 


u' 


We  have  recovered  the  million,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Now  we  must  cap  the  climax  by  getting  the  thieves.” 

“And  rescuing  Alice,”  said  Dale. 

“Yes.” 

“Let  us  lose  no  time.” 

“What  shall  we  do  writh  the  treasure?” 

“I  have  a  plan,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“What?” 

“Let  Mr.  Dale  take  it  along  to  New  York.  We  will  go  on 
up  the  Hudson  and  locate  the  Mary  Magee.” 

The  banker  looked  as  if  be  were  not  inclined  to  favor 
this  move. 

I  want  to  assist  in  mv  daughter’s  rescue,”  he  said. 

I  am  sure  it  would  be  little  you  could  do,  or  any  of  us,” 
said  Harry.  “We  would  be  up  against  too  gre,Tt  odds.” 


U  ' 


U  ■ 
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‘‘But  if  you  find  the  sloop — what  then?’’ 

“If  we  find  her,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  will  call  on 
the  harbor  police  for  help.  Oh,  we  will  certainly  never  allow 
the  gang  to  slip  us.” 

Mr.  Dale  was  thoughtful  a  long  time. 

Then  he  said : 

“Well,  I  reckon  you  are  right.  I  am  not  a  detective,  and 

I  just  handicap  you.  I  can  go  back  to  New  York  and  open 

the  doors  of  the  Liberty  Bank.” 

%/ 

“There  you  are!”  cried  Old  King  Brady.  “There  is  the 
whole  plan,  and  the  best  thing  to  do !” 

“All  right !”  agreed  the  banker.  “I  think  myself  it  is  the 
proper  thing  to  get  this  money  into  a  safe  vault.” 

“Of  course  it  is.” 

“Well,  I  will  leave  the  rescue  of  Alice  to  you.  Do  all 
you  can.” 

“You  may  be  sure  of  that.” 

“I  think  you  will  succeed.” 

“We  feel  sure  of  it.” 

The  banker  and  the  detectives  now  w^ent  up  out  of  the 
cellar.  For  the  last  few  moments  nothing  had  been  heard 
from  Mrs.  Clark. 

Now,  to  the  surprise  of  all,  it  was  seen  that  she  was  gone. 

With  surprise,  Harry  went  to  the  doorpost,  and  found 
the  handcuffs  hanging  there. 

It  was  easy  to  see  how  she  had  escaped,  as  only  a  woman 
can  whose  hands  are  smaller  than  the  wrist. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  RESCUE. 

The  wily  Mrs.  Clark  had  made  good  her  escape. 

This  was  a  matter  of  little  importance,  however. 

The  Bradys  had  no  desire  to  make  out  a  case  against  her, 
though  they  knew  that  she  was  in  collusion  with  the  bank 
robbers. 

So  they  attempted  no  pursuit  or  search  for  her.  They 
.accompanied  Mr.  Dale  to  the  ferry. 

The  banker  here  secured  the  services  of  a  police  officer  as 
escort,  after  explaining  the  situation. 

So  the  ferryboat  dropped  out  of  the  slip. 

The  Bradys  turned  away  from  the  dock. 

Inquiry  enabled  them  to  find  the  owner  of  a  small  steam 
launch.  He  was  easily  persuaded  to  take  the  detectives  on 
their  expedition  up  the  river. 


The  Bradys  studied  the  sloop  keenly.  As  the  launch 
swung  across  her  bows  the  Bradys  read  the  words: 
v  “Mary  Magee”! 

“Ah!”  cried  Harrv.  “That  is  our  boat!  We  have  her 
all  right.  Now,  what  is  our  next  move?” 

“We  must  board  her!” 

“Single-handed  ?” 

“No.  We  will  enlist  the  harbor  police.  Run  back  to  the 
city.” 

The  little  launch  put  about.  But  just  at  that  moment 
there  appeared  at  the  sloop’s  rail  a  familiar  figure. 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “Do  you  know  that  fel¬ 
low  ?” 

“Richard  Carl!” 

“Yes.” 

It  was  indeed  the  rascallv  valet.  He  leaned  over  the  rail 
and  looked  idly  at  the  launch. 

The  detectives  felt  sure  Alice  was  on  bpard. 

But  Harry  said : 

“It’s  all  right.  When  we  secure  the  services  of  the  police 
\\c  will  have  force  enough  to  board  that  sloop.” 

“Let  us  get  them  up  here  at  once.” 

“All  right.” 

The  launch  stood  away  citywrard  with  great  speed.  She 
could  run  with  great  speed. 

The  Bradys  went  as  far  as  a  call  station.  Then  a  tele¬ 
phone  call  reached  the  office. 

‘What  is  the  matter ?”  asked  the  chief  over  the  ’phone. 

“We  have  got  old  Clark  and  the  bigger  villain,  Philo 
Dennis,  on  board  a  coast  trade  vessel.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it?” 

“Yes.  Now,  will  you  communicate  with  the  harbor 
police  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Send  them  up  at  once.  We  want  to  seize  the  vessel.” 

“All  right !” 

The  Bradys  turned  the  launch  about  and  steamed  away 
up  river.  They  went  slowly. 

Instead  of  keeping  watch  ahead,  Old  King  Brady  watched 
astern.  He  was  looking  for  the  harbor  police. 

Suddenly  a  dark,  rakish-looking  boat  was  seen. 

It  came  up  with  such  speed  that  it  rapidlv  gained  on  the 
launch. 

A  glance  was  enough  for  Old  King  Brady. 

“It’s  the  police  boat !”  he  cried.  “She  will  overtake  us.” 

It  was  not  long  before  she  came  gliding  up  within  hailing 
distance. 

Hello!  came  the  call.  “Is  James  Bradv  aboard  that 
craft  ?” 


The  launch  was  soon  speeding  up  the  river.  In  a  litt 
while  they  were  under  (he  shadow  of  the  Palisades. 

“Now  to  spot  the  right  vessel,”  said  Old  King  Brad 
“  Hello !  There  \s  a  era  ft  which  looks  like  her.” 

The  sloop  in  question  lay  right  under  the  shadow  of  tl 
"'■(Mi  H iff.  Sh"  was  a  natty  craft,  with  clean  white  sails. 

Tim  la  mch  drifted  flint  way.  By  request  of  the  dete< 
t.  ■■  «ho  proceeded  very  slowly. 


“Aye,  aye!”  replied  the  old  detective.  “Come  along¬ 
side.” 

“All  right!” 

c 

The  police  boat  came  speedily  up  alongside  the  launch. 
Old  King  Brady  leaned  over  the  rail. 

“We  can  nab  the  gang,  I  believe,”  ho  said.  “They're 
aboard  a  sloop  named  the  Mary  Magee.” 

“Where  is  she?” 
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“I  p  hero  under  the  Palisades.” 

**\\  ho  is  in  the  gang  and  what  are  they  wanted  for?” 

"Don’t  you  know  ?” 

4*No !  We  got  orders  to  come  up  here  and  find  Old  King 
Brady:  that’s  all.” 

"Well,  we  believe  that  Philo  Dennis  is  aboard  the  Magee.” 

"The  deuce  you  say.” 

"Also,  we  believe  the  abducted  Miss  Dale  is  also  aboard 
her.” 

“  That  settles  it.  Where  is  this  sloop  ?” 

“Up  here  a  ways,  moored  under  the  shadow  of  the  Pali¬ 
sades.” 

“What’s  your  plan?” 

“Just  board  her  and  arrest  all  on  board.” 

“All  right !” 

“How  many  men  have  you?” 

“Six.” 

“That  makes  eight  of  us.  We  ought  to  be  able  to  capture 
the  sloop.  We  will  lead  the  way.” 

“All  right!” 

The  launch  now  steamed  away,  and  the  police  boat  kept 
alongside.  Up  the  river  they  went. 

Once  more  the  Mary  Magee  was  seen  at  her  moorings. 
As  the  two  boats  approached  there  was  commotion  on  her 
deck. 

Men  were  seen  running  about,  and  it  was  observed  that  a 
boat  was  being  lowered  from  the  shoreward  side. 

“Look  out!”  cried  the  police  captain.  “They  mean  to 
give  us  the  slip.” 

“Go  around  and  intercept  them,”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  will  close  in  on  this  side.” 

“All  right.” 

The  police  boat  shot  around  on  the  other  side  of  the  sloop 
to  head  off  the  boat.  There  was  no  further  attempt  made 
to  lower  it. 

The  two  launches  drew  near  to  the  sloop  now. 

Four  or  five  men  stood  at  the  rail,  sullenly  watching  the 
police. 

Both  launches  ran  up  alongside  the  Mary  Magee. 

“Hello!”  cried  the  captain  of  the  harbor  police.  “What 
craft  is  this?” 

“The  Mary  Magee,  coaster,”  was  the  reply. 

“What’s  her  port?” 

“Perth  Amboy.” 

“Where  bound ?” 

“Waiting  for  a  cargo  at  Newburg.  Bound  for  Elizabeth- 
port.” 

“What’s  your  master’s  name?” 

“John  Bunee!” 

“Are  you  the  skipper?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have  you  any  passengers?” 

“No.” 

“Do  you  know  a  man  named  Philo  Dennis?” 

“No!” 

“Lower  your  gangway.  We’re  coming  aboard,”  cried  the 

police  officer. 

“We  have  no  gangway.” 


“All  right!” 

The  police  boat  bumped  up  against  the  craft,  and  the  offi¬ 
cers  went  over  the  rail.  Harry  and  Old  King  Brady  came 
aboard  on  the  other  side. 

The  four  men  standing  by  the  rail  were  seamen. 

The  Bradys  had  never  seen  them  before.  They  looked 
about  for  Richard  Carl. 

But  he  was  not  in  sight. 

“Where  are  your  men,  Brady ?”  asked  the  police  captain. 
“Can  you  pick  them  out?” 

"Hold  these  men  until  the  craft  is  searched,”  said  the  old 
detective. 

“All  right.” 

Below  stairs  the  detectives  and  the  officers  went.  As  they 
passed  down  the  companion-way,  Old  King  Brady  heard  a 
slight  exclamation. 

He  turned  and  beheld  a  startling  sight.  A  state-room 
door  had  partly  opened,  and  a  negro  woman  stood  before 
him. 

Her  face  was  the  picture  of  terror. 

“For  de  Lawd’s  sake,  gemmen,  don’  do  nuffin’-  to  ole 
Chloe.  She  ain’t  here  bekase  she  could  help  herse’f.  The 
young  leddy  is  all  safe,  an’  ole  Chloe  wouldn’t  hurt  a  hair 
of  her  head !” 

In  a  moment  the  detectives  were  upon  her. 

Harry  grasped  her  wrist,  whereupon  she  began  to  scream 
and  beg  for  mercy. 

“  Stop  your  noise,  you  simpleton,”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 
“Where  is  your  mistress?  Where  is  the  young  lady  who  is 
held  a  prisoner  here?” 

A  stifled  cry  came  from  the  state-room.  Then  Old  King 
Brady  pushed  the  door  open. 

Alice  Dale,  pale  and  beautiful,  but  with  hope  and  joy  de¬ 
picted  upon  her  face,  stood  before  them. 

“Mr.  Brady  !”  she  cried.  “You  have  come  to  my  rescue  !” 

“Yes,  Miss  Dale !”  cried  the  old  detective.  “You  are  un¬ 
harmed  ?” 

“  Oh,  yes !  But  you  have  come  in  the  nick  of  time.  We 
were  about  to  put  to  sea.” 

“Yes,  I  know.  I  have  good  news  for  you.” 

“What?” 

“Your  brother  is  cleared  of  the  charge  against  him.  We 
have  recovered  the  stolen  million,  and  Philo  Dennis  and  his 
colleague  Clark  are  unveiled.” 

“Heaven  be  praised!  And  my  father - ?” 

“He  is  safe  in  New  York.  We  shall  take  you  to  him  at 
once.” 

The  young  girl  was  weak  and  faint  from  excess  of  joy. 
Harry  still  held  the  negress,  who  pleaded  piteously  for  her 
liberty. 

“Oh,  fo’  massy’s  sake,  gemmen,  T’se  not  one  ob  dis  gang. 
I  neber  come  here  ob  mah  own  free  will.  I  was  jest  kid¬ 
napped,  same  as  de  young  leddy.” 

Alice  confirmed  this  statement. 

“That  is  true,”  she  declared.  “T  am  sure  this  woman  is 
not  in  league  with  the  gang.  She  was  brought  aboard 
against  her  will  for  my  companion.” 

Harry  released  his  hold  on  Chloe. 
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“Very  well,”  he  said.  “We  shall  take  your  word  for  it, 
Miss  Dale.” 

“It  is  true.” 

“Are  Dennis  and  Clark  aboard?” 

“I  do  not  know.” 

Meanwhile,  the  search  of  the  sloop  was  continued. 

It  was  not  long  before  Richard  Carl  was  pulled  from  his 
hiding-place. 

He  begged  abjectly  for  mercy. 

“I  have  done  nothing,”  he  declared.  “They  dragged  me 
into  it.” 

“That  is  too  thin,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  played 
the  eavesdropper  that  night  and  carried  the  story  to  Dennis.” 

“No,  no!” 

“Don't  blacken  your  soul  with  lies.  You  were  concerned 
in  the  abduction  of  your  mistress.” 

In  vain  Carl  whined  and  begged.  He  was  handcuffed. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  HOT  CHASE. 

But  though  the  craft  was  searched  from  top  to  bottom,  no 
sign  of  Dennis  or  Clark  was  found. 

It  was  evident  that  they  had  not  returned  from  New 
York. 

It  was  a  matter  of  conjecture  why  they  were  absent. 

But  the  safest  theory  was  that  they  were  waiting  for  Jones 
to  join  them  before  setting  sail. 

The  detectives  were  much  disappointed.  But  there  was 
no  use  in  crying  over  spilled  milk. 

“We  can  only  make  the  best  of  it,”  said  Harry. 

“I  have  a  plan.” 

“What?” 

“  Those  rascals  are  bound  to  come"  back  here  sooner  or 
later.” 

“Yes!” 

“Let  us  lie  in  ambush  here.  The  moment  they  step  aboard 
we  will  nab  them.” 

“That  is  a  sure  thing,”  declared  the  police  captain.  “Fll 
stay  here  with  you.  We’ll  send  these  prisoners  down  the 
river  in  my  boat.” 

“Capital !”  agreed  Old  King  Brady. 

Richard  Carl  now  began  to  beg  for  mercy. 

“Fll  help  ye  gentlemen,”  he  cried.  /‘I'll  turn  State’s  evi¬ 
dence,  I’ll  take  ye  to  the  place  where  the  stolen  million  is 
hid.” 

“No  use,  Richard,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  re¬ 
covered  that  long  since.” 

The  fellow  was  aghast. 

“You  have?”  he  cried. 

“Yes.” 

“Where  did  you  find  it?” 

“At  Clark’s  house  in  Weehawken.” 

The  wretch  nearly  collapsed.  He  saw  that  his  last  hope 
was  gone.  But  suddenly  he  straightened  up. 


“There  they  come  now!”  he  cried.  “They  are  coming 
back !”  | 

He  pointed  to  a  little  bend  in  the  line  of  the  Palisades. 

A  rowboat  had  shot  into  view.  In  it  were  two  men. 

They  had  been  rowing  toward  the  sloop. 

But  now  they  rested  on  their  oars  and  stared  at  the  ves¬ 
sel,  with  the  police  boat  alongside. 

Apparently  they  took  in  the  situation  at  a  glance,  for  they 
instantly  changed  their  course,  turning  and  rowing  for  the 
shore  like  mad. 

Even  at  that  distance  the  Bradys  had  recognized  them. 

Dennis  and  Clark  were  the  men  in  the  rowboat. 

They  had  intended  boarding  the  Mary  Magee,  but  a 
glance  taught  them  that  she  was  in  the  hands  of  the  police. 

That  was  enough. 

It  was  natural  that  they  should  seek  to  escape  from  a 
deadly  peril.  In  that  moment  Philo  Dennis  saw  his  fortunes  . 
begin  to  tumble. 

They  had  sought  in  vain  for  Dalton  Jones  in  New  \ork. 

They  found  no  trace  of  the  cashier.  Then  they  started 
for  the  Weehawken  house. 

“Curse  the  fool!”  said  Dennis.  “Let  him  go  where  he 
will.  We  will  get  the  stuff  and  sail  for  Buenos  Ayres.” 

“That’s  my  idea,”  agreed  Clark. 

So  the  two  crooks  iyent  to  Weehawken.  But  at  the  ferry 
they  met  Mrs.  Clark,  in  a  terribly  excited  state. 

“Shure,  it’s  no  use  !”  she  cried.  “The  divils  av  detectives 
have  been  there  and  taken  the  money  away.” 

The  rage  and  fury  of  the  two  crooks  were  beyond  descrip¬ 
tion. 

Dennis  hastened  to  his  lodgings  at  once,  and  secured  a 
small  box,  studded  with  copper  nails.  In  this  he  had  bonds 
and  greenbacks  to  the  value  of  one  hundred  thousand  dol¬ 
lars. 

This  was  all  the  villains  had  of  their  ill-gotten  gains. 

But  it  represented  a  snug  little  fortune  in  itself,  and 
Dennis  remarked : 

“Well,  we’ll  take  what  we  have  got  and  get  out  of  the 
country  while  there’s  yet  time.” 

So  they  took  a  train  for  the  nearest  point  on  the  river 
to  where  the  Mary  Magee  was  moored. 

Dennis  was  yet  exultant. 

With  one  hundred  thousand  dollars  and  Alice  Dale  as  his 
prize,  he  would  put  to  sea  and  make  for  South  America. 

But  when  the  villains,  after  securing  a  rowboat  and  start¬ 
ing  for  the  sloop,  came  up  in  time  to  see  her  in  the  hands 
of  the  police,  Dennis  was  overwhelmed  with  dismay. 

“Curse  the  luck!”  he  roared.  “Who  has  betrayed  us? 
TIow  did  they  spot  the  Mary  Magee?” 

“It’s  them  cursed  Bradys!”  declared  Clark.  “I  tell  ye, 
they  are  the  divil  an’  all.” 

If  I  ever  get  a  line  on  one  of  ’em  they'll  be  something 
else !”  gritted  Dennis. 

The  two  crooks  started  for  the  shore  with  all  speed. 

“Quick!  cried  the  police  captain,  springing  into  his 
launch.  “We  must  overtake  them.” 

A  sergeant,  with  four  officers,  were  left  aboard  the  Magee. 
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The  Bradys  dismissed  their  own  launch  and  joined  the 

police. 

Across  the  intervening  stretch  of  waters  the  police  boat 

raced. 

For  a  time  it  seemed  as  if  they  would  surely  intercept  the 

rowboat.  * 

But  when  there  were  still  several  hundred  yards  to  cover, 
Dennis  and  Clark  ran  their  boat  ashore. 

They  leaped  out  and  dashed  up  a  cliff  path. 

Far  above  was  a  summer  garden,  such  as  are  common 
along  the  Palisades,  and  usually  kept  by  Germans  for  the 
dispensing  of  beer  and  other  fluids. 

Over  the  cliff  hung  a  sign : 

‘‘Hans  Gretelbein  !  Lager  Bier.” 

“Unter  Den  Linden!” 

At  this  season  the  place  was  little  patronized.  But  one  or 
two  customers  were  still  seated  at  tables  under  the  grape 
vine  arbor. 

Up  the  path  ran  the  crooks. 

The  detectives  and  the  harbor  police  leaped  ashore. 

Up  the  path  they  ran  in  pursuit. 

The  next  moment  they  were  in  the  beer  garden. 

A  fat  German,  with  a  rotund  stomach  and  a  white  apron, 
faced  them.  He  was  as  surprised  as  his  stolid  nature  would 
permit. 

“Gott  und  Himmel !  Vat  vas  dis?”  he  grunted.  “You 
come  through  mine  blace  und  say  neber  so  mooch  as  how !” 

“Did  you  see  two  chaps  pass  this  way,  Germany?”  de¬ 
manded  the  police  captain.  “Tell  me  true,  or  I’ll  pull  you 
in!” 

The  German  began  to  splutter.  But  the  pursuers  did  not 
wait. 

Time  was  too  precious. 

They  dashed  through  the  garden  and  heard  the  clatter  of 

wheels.  They  reached  a  roadway  above. . 

Beyond  a  distant  bend  was  a  cloud  of  dust.  A  man  sat 

on  a  barrel  near,  sunning  himself. 

“Yes,”  he  responded  to  the  excited  inquiries.  “Two 

chaps  jest  came  up  from  ther  garden.  They  jest  jumped 

into  Jim  Carter’s  cab,  an’  he  drove  ’em  off  down  that  way.” 

“Are  there  no  other  cabs  about  here?”  asked  Old  King 

Bradv. 

«/ 

The  fellow  shook  his  head. 

“Carter  is  the  only  man.  He  drives  people  down  here  and 
back  from  Sunrise,  a  little  town  up  on  the  cliff.’ 

The  Bradys  were  for  starting  on  afoot,  but  the  police  cap¬ 
tain  said: 

“Can’t  do  it!  Our  duty  is  on  the  water.  We  can  go  no 

further.” 

“I  understand!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  will  you 
take  those  prisoners  to  the  Tombs  ? 

“Certainly.” 

“And  see  that  the  young  lady  is  safely  returned  to  her 

home?”  i 

“Twill!” 

“  Very  good  !  Then  we  will  go  on  in  chase  of  the  crooks.” 
So  the  Bradys  started  along  the  road,  which  wound  up 
tJ;«.  face  of  the  height.  It  was  a  picturesque  way. 


But  they  paid  little  heed  to  the  magnificent  stretch  of 
scenic  beauty  below  thqm.  They  pushed  on  with  all  speed. 

Soon,  after  a  panting  climb,  they  saw  a  wide  street,  on 
the  top  of  the  Palisades,  with  fine  residences  on  either  side. 

At  the  lower  end  of  the  street  were  a  few  stores,  a  post- 
ofiice,  and  a  livery  stable. 

This  was  Sunrise,  one  of  the  residential  suburbs  of  New 
York. 

The  detectives  hastily  made  their  way  down  the  street. 

There  were  but  few  people  to  be  seen.  It  was  a  quiet, 
sleepy  place. 

But  at  the  livery  stable  a  number  of  dilapidated  cabs  were 
gathered.  One  of  the  drivers  ran  out. 

“Cab,  gents !  Take  ye  along  the  Palisades  or  down  to  the 
Garden!” 

“Look  here,  my  man,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Do  you 
know  Jim  Carter?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where  can  I  find  him?” 

“He  jest  drove  by  here  to  the  depot  with  two  fares.” 

“How  far  is  it  to  the  depot?” 

“Two  miles.” 

“Look  here  !”  said  Old  King  Brady,  sharply.  “Have  you 
got  a  good  horse?” 

“You  bet!” 

“Can  you  catch  Jim  Carter  between  here  and  the  depot?” 

“If  I  don’t,  you  needn’t  pay  a  fare.” 

“That  settles  it.” 

The  Bradys  leaped  into  the  cab. 

The  driver  whipped  up  his  horse.  Down  the  dusty  high¬ 
way  they  went  at  a  rattling  pace. 

Dust  sifted  into  the  coach  and  covered  them.  The  crack 
of  the  driver’s  whip  alternated  with  his  exhortations  to  his 
horse. 

There  was  no  doubt  but  that  he  had  a  good  horse. 

The  cab  fairly  whirled  over  the  road.  Suddenly  a  loud 
cry  from  the  driver  caused  Harry  to  put  his  head  out  of  the 
window. 

Far  down  the  highway  was  a  black  speck. 

“It’s  Carter  !”  declared  the  cabby.  “And  he’s  driving  like 
the  fiend.” 

“I  should  say  he  was.  Can  you  catch  him?” 

“I  dunno !  He’s  got  a  good  lead.” 

“It’s  evident  they  intend  to  get  a  train,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “We’ve  got  to  get  them  before  it  goes.” 

“Or  not  at  all.” 

“Yes.” 

The  cabby  put  whip  to  his  horse.  But  it  was  evident  that 
;he  animal  was  spent. 

Before  the  station  came  in  sight,  the  driver  was  obliged 
o  pull  up.  The  horse  staggered  and  seemed  about  to  fall. 

“I’m  sorry,  gents,”  he  said.  “But  my  horse  has  given 
out.” 

“That’s  not  your  fault,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  as  the  de¬ 
tectives  leaped  out.  * 

“I’ve  done  my  best.” 

“Yes,  you  have.  It’s  all  right.  Here’s  a  ten-dollar  note. 
We  will  go  on  as  fast  as  we  can  afoot.” 
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The  driver  expressed  his  thanks,  and  then  turned  to  care 
for  his  horse. 

The  Bradys  set  out  on  foot.  They  were  yet  full  of  hope. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

A  GREAT  DISAPPOINTMENT. 

“We  may  get  them  yet,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“It  depends  on  whether  they  get  the  train  before  we  get 
there.” 

“Yes.” 

“Do  you  think  they  are  aware  that  we  are  so  close  behind 
them?” 

“I  don’t  know!” 

The  detectives  ran  on. 

A  distant  whistle  was  heard.  They  were  now  in  easy  view  ! 
of  the  station. 

The  villains'  cab  stood  before  the  door. 

It  was  evident  that  they  would  surely  escape  if  they  should 
get  the  train. 

Again  the  whistle  sounded. 

This  time  the  puff  of  locomotive  smoke  was  seen.  The 
train  drewT  up  at  the  station. 

The  Bradys  exerted  every  nerve. 

They  shouted  and  tried  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  sta¬ 
tion-master.  But  it  was  in  vain. 

They  were  yet  three  hundred  yards  away  when  the  last 
car  of  the  train  faded  from  sight. 

Panting  and  spent  in  strength,  the  detectives  reached  the 
platform.  «, 

Carter,  the  cabman,  and  the  station-master  were  the  only 
people  on  that  platform. 

The  detectives  sat  down  on  a  truck  to  recover  themselves. 
It  was  some  moments  before  either  could  speak. 
“Defeated!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“It  looks  like  it.” 

“To  think  that  they  should  slip  us  so  easily.’ 

“It  is  hard  luck !” 

“Yes.” 

“But  we  must  not  give  up.” 

“No!” 

“What  shall  we  do?”  $ 

“There  is  one  resource  left.” 

“What?” 

“The  telegraph !” 

Harry  sprang  to  his  feet. 

“Let  us  try  it,”  he  said.  “If  that  train  does  not  stop  at 
any  intermediate  station,  we  may  get  our  birds.” 

“There  is  a  chance.” 

The  Bradys  approached  the  station-master. 

“Look  here,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “What  train  is  that 
which  has  just  gone?” 

“You  missed  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  it's  the  three-twenty  express  to  Jersey  City.” 


“Then  it  does  not  stop  until  it  gets  to  Jersey  City?” 

“No!” 

“That  settles  it.  1  want  you  to  send  a  message  for  me  to 
the  chief  of  police  at  Jersey  City.” 

The  station-master  gave  a  start.  He  looked  at  the  Bradys 
critically. 

“  Somebody  on  that  train  you  want  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“All  right.” 

All  three  entered  the  office.  Old  King  Brady  wrote  the 
despatch : 

“To  Chief  of  Police,  Jersey  City: 

“Arrest  Philo  Dennis,  middle-age,  scar  on  temple,  and 
companion,  Jefferson  Clark,  on  four-ten  train.  Hold  until 
we  come. 

“The  Brady  Detectives.” 

The  dispatch  was  quickly  sent.  Just  then  Old  King 
Brady  caught  sight  of  the  telephone  receiver. 

“To  make  doubly  sure,”  he  said,  “we  will  telephone  the 
Jersey  City  chief.” 

The  telegram  was  sent. 

Then  the  station-master  went  to  the  telephone  and  called 
up  Jersey  City.  It  was  not  long  before  he  had  the  proper 
connections. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  talked  with  the  Jersey  City  chief. 

He  made  himself  known,  and  said : 

“I  want  you  to  be  sure  and  get  the  rascals.  You  will 
know  Dennis  by  a  scar  on  his  temple.  Clark  i.  a  thin- 
featured  man.  Be  sure  and  get  them.” 

“All  right,  Brady!”  agreed  the  chief.  “I  hear  you  have 
got  the  stolen  million  lost  by  the  Liberty  Bank?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  congratulate  you.” 

“Thank  you  !  Now,  be  sure  and  get  my  men  for  me,  and 
the  case  will  be  complete.” 

“I  will  be  at  the  train.” 

“All  right.” 

Old  King  Brady  turned  from  the  telephone  and  asked : 

“When  does  the  next  train  go  down?” 

“Not  until  six  o’clock.” 

This  was  a  dismal  outlook  for  the  Bradys.  They  must 
remain  in  Sunrise  until  the  train  left. 

But  the}'  had  done  all  they  could.  They  could  only  wait. 

Of  course,  they  hoped  that  their  men  would  be  caught  at 
Jersey  City.  Much  depended  on  this. 

All  that  could  be  done  was  to  wait. 

I  hey  walked  the  station  platform  and  made  deductions. 

“I  don  t  know,”  said  Harry.  “But  I  think  we  are  near 
the  end  of  this  case.” 

“It  will  be  ended  if  we  get  those  men  in  Jersey  City.” 

“If  we  do  not - ” 

Old  King  Brady  whistled. 

“I  don't  know,”  he  said.  “I  can  hardly  believe  that  Den¬ 
nis  is  fool  enough  to  stay  much  longer  in  this  country.” 

“If  he  does,  he  is  lost.” 
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“Just  so!  Now  is  his  time.  If  he  don't  avail  himself  of 
this  last  chance,  he  will  be  lost.” 

“So  I  think.” 

“It's  a  pity  that  we  have  to  waste  time  here.” 

“Yes,  it  is.” 

Time  passed  slowly. 

Four  o'clock  came,  and  then  a  quarter  past.  Old  Kin^ 
Brady  looked  at  his  watch. 

“The  Jersey  police  have  our  men  now,”  he  said,  “or  they 
have  them  not.” 

“If  they  are  smart  they  will  get  them.” 

“Let  us  hope  for  the  best.” 

Twenty  minutes  more  passed.  Then  there  was  the  tinkle 
of  a  bell  in  the  station. 

The  station-master  suddenly  appeared. 

“Is  your  name  Brady?” 

“Yes.” 

“There  is  some  one  at  the  telephone  wants  you.” 

Old  King  Brady  sprang  into  the  office.  He  took  up  the 
receiver. 

“Hello!” 

“Hello!” 

“Is  that  you,  Brady?” 

“Yes.” 

“I  thought  you’d  like  to  know.  We  have  your  men.” 

Old  King  Brady  instinctively  waved  his  arm. 

“Good  for  you !  We  will  be  down  on  the  first  train.” 

“All  right !  We’ll  hold  them  until  you  come.” 

The  old  detective  turned  away  from  the  ’phone.  His  eyes 
blazed. 

“It’s  all  over,  Harry!” 

“He’s  got  them?” 

“Safe  and  snug!” 

“Hurrah !” 

The  young  detective  did  a  jig  step  that  made  the  station- 
master  laugh. 

“You  fellows  feel  pootv  good  over  something,”  he  said. 

“Why  shouldn’t  we?  We’ve  captured  the  robbers  of  the 
Liberty  Bank.” 

“Sho!  Was  it  them  two  men  Carter  brought  down  for 
the  three-twenty  train?” 

“Yes.” 

“Jerusha!  I  thought  they  looked  slippery.  If  I’d  only 
known  about  it,  I’d  stopped  them  for  ye !” 

“Well,  T  wish  you  had,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  it 
can’t  be  helped  now.” 

The  detectives  were  jubilant,  but  in  great  suspense  until 
the  six  o’clock  train  rolled  into  the  station. 

This  proved  to  be  a  tedious  local,  and  stopped  at  every 
station.  It  was  long  past  seven  before  they  reached  Jersey 

City. 

They  at  once  set  out  for  police  headquarters.  They  were 
immediately  shown  into  the  office  of  the  chief. 

That  official  welcomed  them  warmly. 

“Well,  you’ve  got  our  men?”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Oh.  yes !  But  they  won’t  own  up  to  their  identity.” 

“We  will  identify  them.  Dennis  had  a  scar  on  his 

tempi  e.” 


“Well,  we’ve  got  him!” 

“Let  us  see  the  birds.” 

“All  right.” 

The  chief  led  the  way  into  the  cell-room.  The  keeper 
took  his  keys  and  mounted  to  the  first  tier. 

The  Bradys  followed. 

At  a  grated  door  they  paused.  On  an  iron  cot  sat  a  man 
with  his  head  between  his  knees. 

“Hello,  Dennis,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “What  are  you 
doing  here?” 

The  man  lifted  his  head. 

Old  King  Brady  gave  a  shout  of  dismay  and  chagrin. 

“The  deuce!”  he  cried.  “  This  is  not  the  man.” 

The  chief  was  startled. 

“He  answers  your  description,”  he  said.  “He  has  a  scar 
on  hrs  temple,  and  could  give  no  account  of  himself.” 

“I  can  give  an  account  of  myself,”  said  the  prisoner.  “I 
am  James  Price,  of  New  York,  and  I  have  been  guilty  of  no 
crime.” 

“Where  is  the  other  man?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 

“In  the  next  cell !” 

The  Bradys  were  more  disappointed  than  they  cared  to 
express.  They  turned  away. 

“Too  bad,  chief,”  said  Harry,  “but  neither  one  of  them  is 
our  man !” 

The  chief  was  chagrined. 

“Well,”  he  said,  “they  were  the  only  passengers  aboard 
answering  your  description.” 

“They  have  fooled  us  again,”  said  Harry.  “You  can  see 
how  easy  it  was  for  them  to  disguise  themselves  before  get¬ 
ting  to  Jersey  City.” 

“I  am  very  sorry,”  said  the  chief.  “I  did  the  best  I 
could.” 

“That  is  all  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Nobody  could 
ask  for  more.” 

The  chief  turned  to  the  keeper. 

“Liberate  these  men!”  he  said.  “We  have  no  charge 
against  them.” 

“All  right,  sir.” 

The  Bradys  left  the  police  station.  Their  disappointment 
was  keen. 

“Well,  they  did  slip  us  easy  enough,”  said  Harry.  “They 
are  slippery  rascals.” 

“Yes.” 

“Now  we  are  again  in  the  dark.” 

“Wait!  Something  may  come  our  way  yet.  How  are 
they  going  to  get  out  of  the  country  ?” 

“There  are  plenty  of  ways.” 

“Yes,  if  they  go  at  once.  But  I  can’t  believe  that  Dennis 
will  do  that.” 

“You  don’t  think  so?” 

“No!” 

“Why?” 

“Well,  you  see,  he  will  have  to  give  up  all  his  plans.  He 
will  make  one  last  effort  to  retrieve  himself.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“He  will  not  leave  the  country  until  he  has  made  one  more 
effort  to  take  Alice  Dale  with  him.” 


28 


THE  BRADYS  AND  THE  BANK  MYSTERY. 


Harry  reflected  a  moment. 

■‘‘There  is  something  in  that,”  he  said.  “If  he  does  not 
go  at  once,  he  is  lost.” 


CHAPTER  XY. 

THE  DOWNFALL  OF  VILLAINY. 

Two  days  passed. 

The  full  account  of  the  rescue  of  Alice  Dale  and  the  re¬ 
covery  of  the  stolen  million  leaked  out. 

The  newspapers  were  filled  with  the  details. 

Of  course,  there  was  much  excitement  and  interest. 

All  sorts  of  reports  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  Dennis  and 
Clark  were  in  the  air. 

But  the  Bradys  kept  dark. 

They  followed  up  every  clew  and  kept  out  of  sight. 

The  theory  employed  by  them  was  a  good  one.  The  Wee- 
hawken  house  was  yet  occupied  by  Mrs.  Clark. 

The  detectives  shadowed  this  place.  There  was  an  auc¬ 
tion  sale  bill  on  the  door. 

“Clark  has  not  left  the  country  yet,  you  may  depend  on 
it,”  said  Harry.  “His  wife  would  go  with  him.” 

“Well,  I  am  of  your  opinion,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“If  Clark  has  not  gone,  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that 
Dennis  has  not  gone  either.” 

“Just  so.” 

So  the  Bradys  continued  to  keep  a  close  watch  on  Mrs. 
Clark. 

Wherever  she  went,  they  shadowed  her.  Every  act  was 
under  surveillance.  , 

But  Clark  did  not  appear  at  the  Weehawken  house.  He 
kept  very  discreetly  in  the  background. 

Thus  matters  were  when  the  Bradys  hit  upon  their  first 
clew. 

Mrs.  Clark  had  advertised  her  household  effects  at  auc¬ 
tion  the  next  day.  The  previous  evening  she  took  the  boat 
to  New  York. 

Next  to  her  sat  a  man  in  ministerial  garb. 

Beside  him  was  a  younger  man  in  the  same  dress.  The 
two  priests  talked  quietly,  but  just  loud  enough  for  Mrs. 
Clark  to  hear. 

“I  had  a  man  to  confession  to-day  who  told  me  a  strange 
story,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  felt  bad  for  him,  for  he 
is  sincerely  repentant.  I  discovered  that  he  is  my  own 
eousin.” 

“Is  that  so?”  said  Harry,  with  interest. 

“Yes.  It  seems  he  is  under  the  ban  of  the  law  and  must 
leave  the  country.” 

“I  didn’t  know  you  had  any  relatives  in  this  country.” 

“Ah,  poor  Jefferson  Clark!  We  used  to  be  playmates. 
He  gave  me  the  place  of  his  residence,  and  wanted  me  to 
visit  and  condole  with  his  poor  wife.  I've  been  walking  all 
over  Weehawken  to  find  the  place.” 

“And  you  couldn't  find  it?” 

“No.” 


“What  will  you  do?” 

“I  don’t  know.  I  am  sorry,  for  he  gave  me  money  to  give 
her.” 

“That  is  a  pity.” 

“Yes;  but  I’ve  done  all  I  could.” 

There  was  a  touch  on  Old  King  Brady’s  arm.  He  turned 
his  head,  and  looked  into  the  face  of  Mrs.  Clark. 

She  wore  a  hypocritical  expression  of  pious  grief,  and  pre¬ 
tended  to  be  weeping. 

“Oh,  holy  father !”  she  said,  in  a  crooning  way,  “I’ve  just 
heard  what  yez  said,  an’  fergive  me,  father,  but  I  must  con¬ 
fess  to  ye.  I  am  the  leddy  yez  have  been  seekin’,  if  so  be  it 
is  the  wife  of  Jeff  Clark.” 

The  old  detective  gravely  placed  his  fingers  momentarily 
on  her  brow. 

“Bless  you,  my  daughter,”  he  said,  gently.  “Are  you  the 
wife  of  Jefferson  Clark?” 

“Aye,  father,  that  I  am.  And  it’s  mesilf  is  breakin’  me 
heart  over  the  poor  man’s  undoin’.” 

“The  penitent  shall  be  forgiven,”  said  the  old  detective. 
“Where  are  you  going  now?” 

“I  am  going  to  see  him,  father.” 

“Ah,  then  you  will  accept  this  token  he  has  sent  you !” 

The  old  detective  pressed  a  banknote  into  her  hand. 

The  woman  looked  surprised. 

“Nay,  father,”  she  said.  “I  have  no  need  of  money.  Will 
yez  be  afther  keeping  it  for  the  good  of  the  Holy  Church?” 

Old  King  Brady  accepted  the  money. 

“It  shall  be  used  for  charity,  and  will  remove  much  sin 
from  your  soul,  my  dear  daughter.  But  I  have  my  blessing 
to  give  your  husband.  We  will  go  with  you  to  see  him.” 

The  woman  bowed. 

Little  more  was  said,  as  the  boat  just  then  ran  into  the 
dock.  The  Bradys  accompanied  the  woman  ashore. 

At  the  moment  they  believed  that  they  had  a  sure  lead. 
They  knew  the  intense  faith  of  the  true  Catholics  in  the 
representative  of  their  Church. 

But  as  they  went  ashore,  the  wilv  woman  was  seen  to  cast 
odd  and  searching  looks  at  them.  Shn  was  an  exceedingly 
astute  woman. 

If  was  the  after  belief  of  the  Bradys  that  she  penetrated 
their  disguise.  For,  suddenly  turning  Old  King  Brady  was 
aghast  to  discover  that  she  had  vanished. 

How  is  that,  Harry?”  he  exclaimed,  in  dismay.  “She 
has  given  us  the  slip.” 

“By  Jove!  That  is  odd.”  ' 

Search  of  the  vicinity  was  in  vain.  She  had  utterly  van¬ 
ished.  The  Bradys  were  once  more  baffled. 

But  a  clew  came  two  days  later. 

Going  through  a  side  street  near  the  Long  Island  City 
ferry,  the  detectives  saw  a  woman  slip  into  a  yard  which  led 
down  to  one  of  the  docks. 

They  were  at  once  thrilled. 

She  was  no  other  than  Mrs.  Clark. 

The  Bradys  went  after  her  hot-foot. 

“We  must  not  lose  the  scent  this  time.”  declared  Harrv 

“No.” 
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But  when  the  detectives  reached  the  dock  she  had  van¬ 
ished. 

-  They  searched  most  assiduously  for  some  trace  of  her. 
Suddenly  they  saw  a  row-boat  out  in  the  stream. 

In  it  sat  Mrs.  Clark,  manipulating  the  oars  with  all  the 
dexterity  of  an  oarsman.  If  she  saw  the  Bradys,  she  did  not 
betray  the  fact. 

“After  her  I”  cried  Harry.  “We  must  not  lose  sight  of 
her.” 

It  required  some  time  to  find  another  boat.  But  they 
finally  succeeded  and  gave  pursuit. 

Up  the  river  the  pursuit  went.  But  not  until  long  past 
Hell  Gate  did  Mrs.  Clark  deviate  in  her  course. 

.  Then  she  pulled  shoreward  and  disappeared.  The  Bradys 
lost  sight  of  her. 

A  long  wharf  extended  out  into  the  water. 

From  it  one  could  look  up  the  Sound  and  to  the  shore 
opposite.  The  Bradys  ran  their  boat  alongside  and  leaped 

out. 

As  they  did  so,  they  heard  voices. 

They  came  from  a  point  at  the  far  side  of  the  wharf,  and 
beyond  a  heap  of  boxes  and  merchandise.  Old  King  Brady 
peered  over  these  boxes. 

Then  he  gave  a  great  gasp. 

“There  they  are,  Harry.” 

“You  don’t  mean  it?”  ' 

“Yes.” 

The  two  detectives  crept  along  behind  the  packing  cases 
until  they  could  peer  around  them.  They  became  witnesses 
of  a  remarkable  scene,  which  impelled  them  to  draw  their 
revolvers. 

On  the  wharf  stood  two  men. 

One  was  Jefferson  Clark,  who  held  a  square,  brass-studded 
box  in  his  hand.  Dennis  stood  before  him,  white  and 
trembling  with  anger. 

“You  cursed  fool!”  hissed  Dennis.  “Do  you  want  to 
spoil  everything  now?’" 

“You’ve  spoiled  it  already,”  retorted  Clark.  “If  ye  had 
let  petticoats  alone  ye  would  have  kept  the  million.” 
“You  fool !  That  was  my  business.  You’ve  got  no  right 

to  that  money.” 

“I’ve  as  much  right  as  you  have,”  declared  Claik. 

“Are  you  going  to  keep  it?” 

“Until  ye  agree  to  give  up  the  idea  of  try  in’  to  trap  that 
gal.  It  can’t  be  done.  The  Bradys  are  hot  afther  us  now. 
It’s  mv  wife  an’  I  are  going  to  lea\e  the  countiy  to-night. 
If  you’ll  go,  all  well.  If  not,  this  box  and  the  money  goes 
with  us.  Ye  can  stay  and  do  what  ye  like. 

'  Dennis  trembled  with  hate  and  rage.  There  was  murder 

in  his  eyes. 

“You  can’t  make  a  fool  of  me  that  way!”  he  gritted. 
“I’m  bos-  of  this  job.  Give  me  the  money.” 

Clark  held  the  box  high  in  the  air. 

“Not  till  ye  agree!”  he  said.  “I’ll  heave  it  over  into  the 

sea  first.” 

This  way.  the  climax.  The  other  villain  leaped  forward. 
“Oire  me  the  1 xjx,  curse  ye!”  yelled  Dennis,  clutching 


Clark  by  the  throat.  With  revolvers  ready,  the  Bradys  were 
witnesses  of  the  struggle. 

And  it  was  a  deadly  one. 

Clark  was  a  powerful  man,  but  Dennis  was  a  younger 
and  stronger  one.-  He  began  to  get  the  upper  hand. 

When  suddenly  an  eerie  yell  reached  the  ears  of  all. 

“  Och,  Mither  av  Mary  !  The  detectives  !  They’re  right 
on  yez  !  Run,  run  for  yer  loives  !” 

Mrs.  Clark  came  bounding  onto  the  wharf.-,  The  two  vil¬ 
lains  were  bound  in  a  tight  embrace. 

The  Bradys  saw  that  the  time  for  action  had  arrived. 

They  stepped  out  and  covered  their  men  with  their  re¬ 
volvers. 

“Hands  up,  or  you  are  dead  men  !”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 
“The  game  is  up.  You  are  prisoners.” 

The  strength  seemed  to  leave  both  villains.  They  desisted 
in  their  struggle,  and  Clark  sank  breathless  on  the  wharf. 

Harry  handcuffed  them.  In  the  meantime,  Mrs.  Clark 
had  vanished.  The  Bradys  never  saw  nor  heard  of  her 
again. 

Dennis  grinned  in  a  sickly  way  as  he  was  handcuffed. 

“Well,  we  gave  you  a  good  chase,  Brady,”  he  said. 

“I’ll  admit  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  the  way 
of  the  transgressor  is  hard.” 

“Don’t  preach  to  me.” 

“If  you  had  turned  your  wits  in  a  better  direction,  you 
would  now  be  a  wiser  and  happier  man.” 

“I  followed  my  own  tastes  and  I  am  not  sorry.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  familiar  with  the  ways  of  criminals 
and  saw  that  this  man  was  one  of  the  irreclaimable  kind. 

Little  more  remains  to  be  told. 

The  prisoners  were  taken  back  to  New  York.  They  were 
tried,  and  received  long  sentences  in  prison.  The  hundred 
thousand  dollars  in  the  brass-studded  box  was  returned  to 
the  Liberty  Bank. 

The  Bradys  received  much  credit  for  their  solution  of  the 
Liberty  Bank  mystery.  The  Dale  family  were  extremely 
grateful. 

But  the  thrilling  vicissitudes  of  a  new  case  soon  absorbed 
their  attention,  and  their  exciting  adventures  in  the  recovery 
of  the  stolen  million  soon  became  but  a  memory  of  the  past. 

THE  END. 
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LATEST 

Fred  Fearnot’B  Grit ;  or,  Running  Down  a  Desperate  Thief. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Camp;  or,  Hunting  for  Rig  Game. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  B.  B.  Ciub  ;  or,  The  Nine  tnat  NVas  Novel  Beaten. 
Fred  Fearnot  in  Phnadelphia  ;  or.  Solving  the  Schuylkill  Mysteiy. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Fatuous  Stroke;  or,  The  Winning  crew  ol  Avon. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Double;  or,  Unmasking  a  Dangerous  Rival. 

Fred  Fearnot  In  Boston;  or,  Downing  the  Bull}  oi  Back:  i>ay. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Home  Run  ;  or,  The  Second  Tour  of  His  Nine. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Side  Show  ;  or,  On  the  Road  W  ith  a  Ciicus. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  London  ;  or,  Terry  Olcott  in  Danger. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  Paris 9  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Frenchman. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Double  Duel  ;  or,  Bound  to  Show  His  Nerve. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  Cuba  ;  or,  Helping  ’’Uncle  Sam. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Danger  ;  or,  Three  Against  One. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Pledge ;  or,  Loyal  to  His  Friends. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Flyers;  or.  The  Bicycle  League  ot  Avon. 

Fred  Fearnot  s  Flyiner  Trip;  or,  Around  the  World  On  Recoid  Time. 
Fred  Fearnot’  Frolics;  or,  Having  Fun  „fc  Friends  and  hoes. 
Fred  Fearnot's  Triuir-  b  :  or,  Winning  I-i.ts  Case  in  Court. 

Fred  I  caruoit's  Cms  .an;  o  ,  Punishing  a  Treacherous  Foe. 

Fred  Fearnot  s  Biv  Bluff;  oi,  vVorking  for  a  Good  Cause. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Ranche  :  or,  Roughing  it  in  Colorado. 

Free.  Eearnct’s  Speculation;  or,  Outwitting  the  Land  Sharks 
Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Clouds ;  or,  Evelyn's  Narrow  Escape. 

Fred  Fearnot  at  Yale  Again  ;  or,  Teaching  the  College  Boys  New 
Tr;  eke. 

47  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mettle;  or.  Hot  Work  Against  Enemies. 

48  Fred  Fearnot  in  Wall  Street ;  or,  Making  and  Losing  a  Million. 

49  Fred  Fearnot’s  Desperate  Ride  ;  or,  A  Dash  to  Save  Evelyn. 

50  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Mystery  ;  or,  How  Terry  Proved  His  Courage. 

51  Fred  Fearnot’s  Betrayal  ;  or,  The  Mean  Work  of  a  False  Friend. 

52  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  Klondike  ;  or.  Working  the  ‘'Dark  Horse”  Claim. 

53  Fred  Fearnot’s  Skate  For  Life  ;  or,  Winning  the  ‘‘Ice  Flyers’  ”  Pern 
(  nant. 

54  Fred  Fearnot’s  Rival ;  or,  Betrayed  by  a  Female  Enemy. 

55  Fred  Fearnot's  Defiance  ;  or,  His  Great  Fight  at  Dedham  Lake. 

56  Fred  Fearnot's  Big  Contract :  or,  Running  a  County  Fair. 

57  Fred  Fearnot's  Daring  Deed ;  or,  Saving  Terry  from  the  Lynchers. 
•58  Fred  Fearnot's  Revenge;  or,  Defeating  a  Congressman. 

59  Fred  Fearnot's  Trap  ;  or,  Catching  the  Train  Robbers. 

60  Fred  Fearnot  at  Harvard  ;  or,  Winning  the  Games  for  Yale. 

61  Fred  Fearnot's  Ruse  ;  or,  Turning  Tramp  to  Save  a  Fortune. 

62  Fred  Fearnot  in  Manila  ;  or,  Plotting  to  Catch  Aguinaldo. 

63  Fred  Fearnot  and  Oom  Paul  ;  or,  Battling  for  the  Boers. 

64  Fred  Fearnot  in  Johannesburg;  or.  The  Terrible  Ride  to  Kimberley. 

65  Fred  Fearnot  in  Kaflir-land  ;  or,  Hunting  for  the  Lost  Diamond. 

66  Fred  Fearnot’.s  Lariat ;  or,  How  He  Caught  His  Man. 

67  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  West  Show  :  or,  The  Biggest  Thing  on  Earth. 

68  Fred  Fearnot's  Great  Tour ;  or.  Managing  an  Opera  Queen. 

69  Fred  Fearnot’s  Minstrels  ;  or,  Terry's  Great  Hit  as  an  End  Man. 

70  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Duke ;  or,  Baffling  a  Fortune  Hunter. 

71  Fred  Fearnot's  Day  ;  or.  The  Great  Reunion  at  Avon. 

72  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  South;  or,  Out  with  Old  Bill  Bland. 

73  Fred  Fearnot's  Museum  ;  or,  Backing  Knowledge  with  Fun. 

74  Fred  Fearnot's  Athletic  School  ;  or,  Making  Brain  and  Brawn. 

75  Fred  Fearnot  Mystified  ;  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Terry  Olcott. 

76  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Governor  ;  or,  Working  Hard  to  Save  a  Life. 

77  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mistake  ;  or,  Up  Against  His  Match. 

78  Fred  Fearnot  in  Texas ;  or,  Terry's  Man  from  Abilene. 

79  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Sheriff :  or,  Breaking  up  a  Desperate  Gang. 

80  Fred  Fearnot  Baffled';  or,  Outwitted  by  a  Woman. 

81  Fred  Fearnot's  Wit.  and  How  It  Saved  His  Life. 

82  Fred  Fearnot's  Great  Prize  ;  or.  Working  Hard  to  Win. 

83  Fred  Fearnot  at  Bay  ;  or,  His  Great  Fight  for  Life. 

84  Fred  Fearnot's  Disguise;  or,  Following  a  Strange  Clew. 

85  Fred  Fearnot's  Moose  Hunt ;  or,  Adventures  in  the  Maine  Woods. 

86  Fred  Fearnot's  Oratory  ;  or,  Fun  at  the  Girls’  High  School. 

87  Fred  Fearnot's  Big  Heart ;  or,  Giving  the  Poor  a  Chance. 

88  Fred  Fearnot  Accused  ;  or,  Tricked  by  a  Villain. 


89 
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95 
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97 


Fred  Fearnot’s  Pluck  ;  or,  Winning  Against  Odds. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Deadly  Peril  ,  or,  His  Narrow  Lscape  fro™  Buln. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  Hide;  or,  Saving  Dl<* 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Long  Chase;  or,  Trailing  a  Cunning  Villain. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Last  Shot,  and  How  It  Saved  a  Lire. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Common  Sense;  or,  The  Best  Way  Out  of  Trouble. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Find  ;  or,  Saving  Terry  Olcott  s  Fortune. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sultan;  or,  Adventures  on  the  Island  of  Sulu. 
•v.  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silvery  Tongue;  or.  Winning  an  Angry  Mob- 

98  Fred  Fearnot's  Strategy  ;  or,  Outwitting  a  Troublesome  Couple. 

99  Fred  Fearnot's  Little  Joke;  or.  Worrying  Dick  and  ferry. 

100  Fred  Fearnot’s  Muscle;  or,  Holding  His  Own  Against  Odds. 

Fred  Fearnot  on  Hand;  or,  Showing  Up  at  the  Right  Time. 

Fred  Fearnot's  Puzzle  ;  or,  Worrying  the  Bunco  Steerers. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  Evelyn  ;  or,  The  Infatuated  Rival. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Wager;  or,  Downing  a  Brutal  Sport.  . 

Fred  Fearnot  at  St.  Simons  :  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Georgia  Island. 
Fred  Fearnot  Deceived  ;  or,  After  the  Wrong  Man. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Charity  ;  or,  Teaching  Others  a  Lpsson. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  ‘‘The  Judge  ;”  or,  Heading  off  the  Lynchers. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Clown  ;  or,  Saving  the  Old  Man  s  Place. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Fine  Work  ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Crank. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Bad  Break  ;  or,  What  Happened  to  Jones. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Round  Up;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on  the  Ranche. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Giant ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Cheyenne. 

Fearnot’s  Cool  Nerve  ;  or,  Giving  It  Straight  to  the  Boys. 
Fearnot’s  Way  :  or,  Doing  Up  a  Sharper. 

Fearnot  in  a  Fix  ;  or,  The  Blackmailer’s  Game. 

Fearnot  as  a  ‘‘Broncho  Buster ;”  or,  A  Great  Time  in  the 
Wild  West. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Mascot ;  or,  Evelyn's  Fearless  Ride. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Strong  Arm  ;  or,  The  Bad  Man  of  Arizona. 

Fred  Fearnot  as  a  ‘‘Tenderfoot ;”  or.  Having  Fun  with  the  Cow¬ 
boys. 

Fred  Fearnot  Captured  ;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  His  Enemies. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker  ;'or,  A  Schemer’s  Trap  to  Ruin  Him. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Feat ;  or,  Winning  a  Fortune  on  Skates. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Iron  Will  ;  or,  Standing  Up  for  the  Right. 

Fred  Fearnot  Cornered  ;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Widow. 

126  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Scheme;  or,  Ten  Days  in  an  Insane  Asylum. 

127  Fred  Fearnot’s  Honor;  or.  Backing  Up  His  Word. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Lawyer;  or.  Young  Billy  Dedham’s  Case. 
Fred  Fearnot  at  West  Point;  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Hazers. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Secret  Society;  or.  The  Knights  of  the  Black  Ring. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Gambler;  or,  The  Trouble  on  the  Lake  Front. 
Fred  Fearnot’s  Challenge;  or.  King  of  the  Diamond  Field. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Game;  or.  The  Hard  Work  That  Won. 

Fred  Fearnot  in  Atlanta;  or,  The  Black  Fiend  of  Darktown. 

^  „  Fred  Fearnot’s  Open  Hand ;  or,  How  He  Helped  a  Friend. 

136  Fred  Fearnot  in  Debate;  or.  The  Warmest  Member  of  the  House. 

13  7  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Plea;  or,  His  Defence  of  the  “  Moneyless  Man.’’ 
Fred  Fearnot  at  Princeton;  or.  The  Battle  of  the  Champions. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Circus;  or,  High  Old  Time  at  New  Era. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  Camp  Hunt;  or,  The  White  Deer  of  the  Adirondacks. 
Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Guide;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mountain. 

Fred  Fearnot’s  County  Fair;  or,  The  Battle  of  the  Fakirs. 

Fred  Fearnot  a  Prisoner;  or,  Captured  at  Avon. 

Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Senator;  or.  Breaking  up  a  Scheme. 

14  5  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Baron;  or.  Calling  Down  a  Nobleman. 

146  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Brokers;  or,  Ten  Days  in  Wall  Street. 

147  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Scrap;  or,  The  Fellow  Who  Wouldn’t  Stay 

Whipped. 

14  8  Fred  Fearnot’s  Greatest  Danger;  or.  Ten  Days  with  the  Moonshiners. 

149  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Kidnappers;  or.  Trailing  a  Stolen  Child. 

150  Fred  Fearnot’s  Quick  Work;  or,  The  Hold  Up  at  Eagle  Pass. 

151  Fred  Fearnot  at  Silver  Gulch;  or.  Defying  a  Ring. 

15  2  Fred  Fearnot  on  the  Border:  or,  Punishing  the  Mexican  Horse  Stealers. 
153  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charmed  Life;  or.  Running  the  Gauntlet. 

15  4  Fred  Fearnot  Lost;  or,  Missing  for  Thirty  Days. 
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For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  sent  postpaid  on  receipt  of  price,  5  cents  per  copy,  by 

FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 


IF  YOU  WANT  ANY  BACK  NUMBERS 

of  our  Libraries  and  cannot  procure  them  from  newsdealers,  they  can  be  obtained  from  this  office  direct.  Cut  out  and  fill 
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THE  STAGE. 

-N<);  THE  BOYS  Of  NEW  YORK  END  MEN'S  JOKE 
?*COK,  Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
uuxst  ;  a  mous  end  then.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 

th  s  wv  lerful  little  book. 


N  No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER. — 
g  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
a  H-t-a.  Also  end  mou  s  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  a  muse- 
tv.  :  avid  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
A>  JOKE  BOOK. — Something  hew  and  very  instrut  Every 
L\v  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or-  i 
g.  :z:ug  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

No.  tk>.  ML  LDOON  S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
i  ke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical  joker  of  1 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediately. 

No.  »9.  HOW  4  0  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 


-Containing  the  lat 
est  j*kes.  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING- 

.  No-  K>.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
ruli  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
dowel's  at  home.  Tne  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  SO. -HOW  10  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recioes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game  and  oysters;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

cooks. 

No.  3<.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  von  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRIC  Ai 

No..  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
O'  ; is.  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi- 
t.ides  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
v  .vy  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
m  •  tli an  any  took  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
ba-  kgammon.  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS.— Containing  all 
thf  leaning  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
ar  witty  sayings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
fcvV:,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
b Casino,  Forty-five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Saneho,  Draw  Poker, 

A  :  ion  Pitch,  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES.— Containing  over  three  hun- 
mteresting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
U  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desix’es  to  know 
©6  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

'A.  33.  HOW'  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  eti¬ 
quette  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
nearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church 
e  .  .  .  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 

—  <>o  Paining  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
c  -  ,V- 1,  Freacb  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 

r  o  "  standard  readings. 

TIUCK  10  CENTS  EACH, 


No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing  four¬ 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  become 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  fro  ¬ 
nd  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  mov” 
simple  and  concise  man  net’  possible. 

No.  49.  IIOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules  for  conducting  <.K 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  be?* 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

'  SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT.— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  art 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the.  various  methods  cv 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  Hat  flirtation,  it  cor 
tains  a  full  list:  of  the  language  and  sentiment-  of  flowers,  which  3 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  ,4.  IIOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  hook  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parti**, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  lov« 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  IIOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  tins 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  .at  home  and  abroad,  giving  ths 
selections  ol  colors,  material,  and  howRo  have  them  made  up. 
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brightest  and  most  valuable  little  hooks  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  bock 
and  be  convinced  how7  to  become  beautiful. 
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No.  7.  IIOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  ANT! 
RABBITS. — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illu* 
trated.  Bv  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hin to¬ 
on  how  to  catch  moles',  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds 
Also- how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harringtor 
Keene. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  'ANIMALS.— A  valu¬ 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No..  54-  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  fui,; 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty- 
eight  illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind 
ever  published. 
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No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  is 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry  ;  also  ex 
periments  in  ac'oustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry.  a»<i 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloont- 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  handbook  fat 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  svrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also,  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  had 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  th? 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com"  ' 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging1 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

,  No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A' DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  wffiieh  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventured 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

.  No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how7  to  work  it; 
also  how  to. make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  oth^r 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  V? 
Abney. 

,  No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET.— Containing  full  explanations  bow7  to  gain  admittance 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Poet 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know-  to  he  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens.  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Nava- 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  » 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.”  orae  * 
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